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Tax favour with which this Work has been received has not been
more unexpected than ifying ; and although I am no great lover
of prefaces in a general way, and look upon them for the most part, "
as matter of supererogation, I should indeed be wanting in courtesy
and proper sense of ob%ngaﬁon, were I to neglect the opportunity now
efforded me of expressing my-acknewledgments. The’ present re-

i iti ill, I trust be found semewhat-more-werthy-of ;
val than its predecessor. The pruning knife has been used with no
sparing hand; bat though much has been removed, much I am
aware, still remains that was held to be objectionable in the orifim)
construction of the story, but which I have found it impossible to
obviate. It would have been a less difficult task to re-write the book
than pértially to remodel it; just as it is easier to build a new house
than to repair an old one.. Ihave contented myself with taking down
a useless wing or so—with stopping up a window here and there,
that looked upon nothing—and having brushed up my tarnished
farniture and put my crazy structure somewhat in order, I solicit the
reader, with the best grace I can, to do me the favour to ramble
through it, in my company. I canshow bhim an antique gallery of
portraite—of ¢ undodbted originals,” seme scraps it may be of faded
arras, and a sketch or two of characters zut so far remo¥ved from his
own time. Buthe must so far preserve his good breeding, as not to
ask me any questions which I may not be prepared to auswer; for
I am one of those persons who like to have all the talk to themselves
—and but seldom condescend to explain anything satisfactorily, es-
pecially when interrupted. The reader must thercfore content him.
gelf with being as credulous as he can contrive to b, and take all for
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granted, unless he sees some especial reason for believing to the con-

As may be supposed, I am far from anxious that the favourable
- judgment already pronounced upon my essay should be reversed. It
would be an ill compliment to llclg judges, and but a poor one to my.
self, were I to entertain any su clination. At the same time, I
cannot help thinking that some little partiality has been exercised in
my behalf. My success, such as it has been, has been owing more
-to the choice of subject than to its manner of treatment. = A romance
was evidently wanted, and thie publie were ready to receive the first
that appeared with open arms: at this fortunate conjuncture mine
was into the world. There is a tide in the affairs of litera.
ture as in all else, which I conclude, I have taken at the flood; and
utilitarian as may be the pervading spirit of the present age, it is
clear that a very strong. feeling still exists in some quarters, in favour
. of good old Romance. Hence the flattering reception of the present
attempt. .
I may perhaps be allowed in this place to obtrude a few words re-
specting the highway-man, who cuts so conspicuous a figure in the
_ following Turpin, so far as he goes, is a pure invention of
my own; ms whatever opinion I may entertain, as to the feasibility of
his ride to York, I have had nothing beyond oral tradition to go upon.
That performance is still a matter of credence in Yorkshire and some
of the neighbouring counties. Turpin, as I have elsewhere stated

—->—33.the hero of my boyhood. I had always a strange passion for

" highwayme, and have listened by the hour to their expioits, as nar.

me byymy father, and esgecull' to those of “ dauntless Dick,’
"%‘ﬁ%‘oﬁé moon. Oney of his adventures in particu.’

lar, the ride to Hough Green, (for Turpin’s feats were always eques-
trian), which took ial hold of my fancy, I have ‘recorded in
song. When a boy I have often lingered by the side of the deep old
in which this robbery was committed, to cast wistful glarces

. into its mysterious windings, and when night had deepened the
shaddows of trees, have urged my father on his journey from a vague
apprehension of a visit from the ghostly highwayman. And then
there was the Bollin and its shelvy banks, which Turpin cleared at a
bound—the broad ment!owa ov«;: wll:‘i,ch l;:’ win, hil: flight—the
pleasant bowling-green at Ho where ced his watch to
the Cheshire ngmxu, with wll:gm he was upon terms of intimacy—
all brought something of him to mind. No wonder, that, in .
years, in selecting a highwayman for a hero, I should choose my old

favourite Dick Turpin. But Dick was not the only vagrant hero of .

my boyhood. I had always a sneaking liking for Jack Shepherd,
WL) was a not less engaging personage, in his way, than Turpin, and
one day I may present the world with his Autobiography, which
happened ains;‘xluly enough to fall into my possession. But while
I confess to Turpin being an old favourite, I fear I can scarcely
maintain absolute right to him. The appearance of Mr. BuLwxa's
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admirable “ Paul Clifford™ awakened all my youthful enthusiasm
for the Knights of the Cross ; and I then bethought me of my predi-
lections in favour of Turpin. But the Road had been previously
taken ; and all I could do was to stop any stray passenger, who had
escaped the vigilance of my leader, and bid him “deliver.” I now
willingly surrender' my spoils. Wayward and unworthy offspring as
he may be, Mr. BuLwEkr must, nevertheless, share in the paternity
of Turpin, and set him down as a refleotion of the same creative

ncil which depicted in sach breathing colours a Thornton—a
gousemm—or a Clifford : unless, indeed, disdaining him altogether,
he should prefer adding him ta the “ Disowned.”

Before I quit the subject-of Turpin, I cannot help alluding to cer-
tain strictures which have been passed upon me, for. the introduction
of the Highwayman, in the following pages. They are from the pen
of an ancient gentlewoman, a very near relation to the celebrated old
lady, known as my “ Grandmother ; whose criticism upon Lord
Byron has rendered her notorious throughout the land. In a kin.
dred spirit with the review in the. British, are the following remderks
' which appeared in a recent number of the Weekly Dispatch :—

“ One of the Readers of Rookwood” is informed, that we hawe not
teviewed that work, because, while we can but respect the talents of -
the author, we did not choose to extend the circulation of a book
which is certainly of a mischievous tendency, as it invests a ruffianl,
murderer and rozber with a chivalrous character, utterly mu‘lamaz
and in fact, entirely false. But, as we are informed that this work is
pronounced in the fashionable slang of the dai' % g love of a book,”(!!)
that it is perused with admiration by the higher classes, and that
some of its scenes are about to be dramatised, we feel called upon to
take some notice of a literary prostitution which deforms the pages of
one of the cleverest works we have perused for a long time. e are

" sorry that Mr. Ainsworth should have chosen that drunken,and even
dastardly ruffian Dick Turpin, the highwayman—a wretch stained
with almost every crime that can disgrace humanity—as ome of the
heroes of this tale (!) The ride of Turpin from London to York, which
Mr. Ainsworth has described in such glowing, and indeed, poetical
style, and on which he has wasted l’powel's that should have been de-
voted to something really worthy of the pen of a man of genius, is a
vel;{ doubtful event, which rests on no authority whatever ; and even
had the feat been performed, as described, on a single horse(!) what
is there to admire in the lale of a scoundrel outlaw thus torturing a

_ noble animal to save his own rascal carcass from the gallows ? 'l%\is
"Turpin, whom half the town are now taught by Mr, Ainsworth to ad.
mire as a knight of chivalry, was a native of Essex, a butcher by
trade, who commenced his career of plunder by stealing sheep and
oxen, which he slavghtered in his own house. Being detected in this
species of roguery by the tracing of some hides which he had sold to
persons in London, he next turned smuggler—then ‘deer stealer, and
noon after became a burglar. Brtinking into the house of a decrepid

. .



old lady at Loughton, some of the gang were inclined to believe her
assertion that she had no money; but Turpin, with bis own hands, -
actually pluced the helpless old Ldy on the fire, and held her there
till the ll:orrible tortures she was enduring compelled her to disclose
where the property was concealed. After several other acts of bur-
s:l , accompanied, as is usual among such wretches, by beastly
nkenness, Turpin became a highwayman, and robbed many per-
sons, in connection with another ruffian named King ; yet when a re-
solute gentleman named Bayes seized this King, Turpin, in his trepi-
dation, shot his friend instead of Bayes, and then rode off, suffering
his bosom friend and associate to be captured by a single man. Ki
died about a week aflerwards, donouncing in as a
What a thing for the hero of a fashionable novel! Turpin murdered a
man in Epping-forest, but was at length hap_})ily broughtto justice, and
hanged at York for horse-stealing, April 7th, 1739, Now, is it not
:i:&rnding to men of learning and genius to debase their talents by
rging on the apocryphal its of a brutal wretch like this and
to write t{l«uh songs t0o, full of the cant phrases and vulgar slang,
which thieves have invented for the purpose of concocting their
schemes ‘g{ depredation without being understood by any casual list-
ener ? *Tis a vile pandering to a depraved taste!!”— Weekly Die-
patch, May 18th.

Now, considering for what sort of readers the old dame has
to cater, it must be confessed, that she acted with co.mini‘pmdenec
in refusing to extend, by any efforts of her own, the circulation of &
work of a character -likely to be prejudicial to them ; but it may be
questioned, after all, whether dignified silence would not have better
answered her purpose. Garrulity, however, is the chartered privilege
of old age, and the ancient lady of the Dispatch cannot be expected to
be exempt from the common failinis of humanity. ‘This respectable
matron has been led into these bitter invectives against Turpin,
chiefly because he maltreated another *“decrepid old dame at Lough-
ton,” who was no doubt an immediate connection of her own, and in
whose sufferings she evidently feels the sincerest sympathy. Hine ille
lachrymea !\—hence the opprobrious epithets with which she has load- °
ed his hame. A fbllow feeling makes us wondrous kind,” and old
ladies are not to be toasted with impunity.  Savage as it may at first
appear, this action of Turpin’s may have been only a harmless jest.
The old lady refused to disclose where her treasure was concealed, and
he had recourse to an ingenious strafagem, in order to arrive at the
truth ; but whether any, and what discovery was made her relative of
the Dispatch omits to mention, and one can only surmise as to the re-
sult, Again, the old lady objects, and most vehemently, to Turpin’s
having ridden to York on a ¢ single Rorse,’ thinking very properly that
the feat would have been more marvellous, had he performed it like
Mr. Ducrow, on four abreast! Dick however. took things as he
found them.

The worthy old creature has mixed up so much honey with her
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.vinegar, that it is impoesible to find fault ; otherwise, when she objects
.to the introduction of a highwayman in the pages of a romance, it
miliht be worth while to recall to her scut.tctedpa recollection, Sir John
Falstaff and the pleasantries of Gad’s Hill—the robbers in the Beaux
Stratagem—the inimitabl¢ Don Raphael and Rolando of Le Sage—
the hungry rogueries of Lazarillo de Tormes—the merry adventures
of Guzman d’Alfarache—the Saxon Banditti of Schiller, and more re-
cently the predatory heroes of Scott—but all this would be a work of
time ; and the old lady has too little of that precious commodity to
.apare, to warrant being robbed of what remains. .

‘The good old lady was however right in oné“thing. The follow-
ing pages have already furnished subjects for more tgbnn one Drama.
., Turpin has found a representative at Astleys; and if Black Bess did
not perform her task quite so expeditiously as I could have wished,
the piece at least had & considerable run; and is, I believe, now in
the course of performance. I look forward with much pleasure to
“its production.at the Adelphi, satisfied that in the hands of the inge-
nious Mr. Yates, ample justice will be done to it. Whether or not,
he will be able to prevail upon the legitimate Jerry Juniper to coun-
terfeit himself, I am unable to say. Iglolhing would be a more agree-
able diversity to the routine of ordinary theatricals, than the intro-
ductien of one of Nature's Actors, which Jerry assuredly is, upon the
stage of mimic life; and I trust Mr. Yares may be successful in his
engpgement; but if he should fail with the “son of the caper mer-
chant,” he has only to engage Powkr, that gentleman being as like
the real Jerry as the false was to the true Sosia. -

JI would also call attention, to a very beautiful volume of mausic
.adapted to the words of several of the Ballads contained in these
-volumes which has been published by Mr. F. Romzr.

Mr. Romer’s work I trust, will meet with the popularity to which

its merits entitle it. He has.displayed very great skill in his er-

ements—the music being singularly adapted to the words, and
hi%gly original, as well as pleasing in its character.

either must I omit to mention, that a series of illustrations of
Turpin's ride to York, of extraordinary merit, are in prepu‘ation,kﬁ
Epwarp Hurwr, Esq. and will speedily make their appearance.*
I have to regret is, that these very graphic sketches will completely
eclipse my own humbler efforts. The prints, which have all the
fidelity and spigjt of Jericho combined with the poetical power of
impersonation pPoper to Vernet, will be invaluable additions to the
portfolio of the Sportsman. . i

I trust I shall not be accused of overweening vanity in alluding,

in terms of so much admiration, to works which might be supposed
to be so intimately connected with my own, as to make any opinion
I might entertain of them so partial as to be valueless. t I beg
the reader will set any such notion aside, or at least not permit it to

* To be published by-Colnaghi of Charing Cross.
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operate to the disadvantage of the publications I have just mentioned
I would willingly also have taken this opportunity to have thanked
my numerous well-wishing critics for their services; but I feel that
such a proceeding would be as unnecessary as impertinent,® -

Washington Irving has pleasantly remarked, that *‘there is no-
thing for which the world is apt to punish a man more severely, than
for having been over-praised; and as I feel myself placed in t{at not

ther enviable predicament, I would endeavour to mitigate the

er’s rising displ e, by b hing him to believe that it has

been against my inclintion; and if he will not give me entire credit

for this assertion, I entreat that he will at least, in the words of the

writer form whom I have before quoted, *“not think the worse of me

ﬁf the many injudicious things that have been said in my commen.
tion.”

Should however the tables be turned, and the shafts of* criticism
directed against me, I shall console myself with my present modicum
of success, and lay to heart the consolatory axiom of the philosophical
Ancient Pistol— .

, 5pero me ¢

8i fortuna me torm
Wherewith I remain the Reader’s very obliged humble servant,

.
’ : THE AUTHOR.
Lonpon, August 12th. 1834,

* Amongst the multitude of friendly remarks for which I rest in -
debt, none have pleased me more than the commentary in Frasef’s
N:‘zigazine; and a pleasaut mention of me by the erudite, facetious
and joyous Father Prout, which appeared in the same periodical.
Either I am greatly mistaken or the jovial Priest of Watergrasshill
is destined to be one of the brightest lights of our literature. ~ -




ROOKWOOD.

BOOK I

The IWevving Wing.

It has been observed, and I am apt to believe that it is an observa-
tion that will generally be found true, that before a terrible truth
comes to light, there are certain murmuring whispers fly before it,
and prepare the minds of men for the reception of truth itself.

Garric RerorTs.
Case of the Count St. Geran.
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BOOK THE FIRST.

CHAPTER 1

1 saw gr-eat' Satan like a sexton stand
With his intolerable spade in hand.
Caarrzs Lans.

‘WirHIx the deep recesses of a vault, the last abiding place
of an ancient family—many generations of whose long line
were there congregated—and at midnight’s dreariest hour, two
figures n:’i!ht be discovered, sitting, wrapt in silenoe as profound
as that of the multitudinous dead around them. Beings of
this nether world they seemed, yet so moveless was the atti-
tude of each, 8o breathless the repose- maintained, and so
shadowy and fantastical the appearance of the figures them-
selves, as imperfectly revealed 1n the claér-obscur, occasioned by
the light of a single candle struggling with the gloom, that had
any human eye gazed upon them, the impression produced upon
the spectator’s mind would doubtless have been (if, perchance,
with less of superstition, he had not put a construction equally
horrible upon the meeting), that the objects he beheld were
embodied spirits of the departed, which had burst the leaden
bondage of the tomb, and were still hovering nigh the place
of their imprisonment. .

So far as it could be discerned, the cemetry was of antique
coustruction, and of- no inconsiderable extent; its walls and
roof were of solid stone masonry, the latter rising in a wide
semicircular arch, to it might be the height of some seventeen
feet, measuring from the.centre of the ceiling to the ground
floor.. The sides of the sepulchre were subdivided, by thin
walls of atone, into raiges of low, narrow, but deep compart-
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ments, adapted to the reception of the dead. 'The entrance to
each recess consisted of a door-way, surmounted by small, ob-
tusely-pointed arches, resting upon slender pillars, also 6f stone;
the spandrills between each heing filled up with a variety of
escutcheons, shields, and other trophies and inscriptions. There
were no doors to these recesses; and within might be traced
huge heaps of coffins, reared pile upon pile, the accumulation
of ages, packed with a prodigality worthy of a miser’s stores,
one upon another, till the floor groaned with the weight of lead ;
and in some instances the lower layers’had been crushed and
flattened by the superincumbent mass. Numerous, however,
as were these receptacles, the proportion of bodies exceeded
their capabilities; and in the further extremity there was an
additional range of coffins, which could not be included in the
cells, encroaching upon the limits of the vault, and attesting,
by their increase, dread ravages of the Destroyer.

Depending from a hook, fixed in one of the stone pillars pre~
viously described, hung a rack of old time-out-of-mind hatch-
ments, seemingly placed there in solemn mockery of the sunk-
en greatness, the fall whereof they so eloquently bespoke.
Stained and tarnished was their once flattering emblazonry—
tattered and thread-bare their once spotless quarterings—even
their triumphant Resurgam was obliterated and effaced, as if
Hope itself bad been annihilated.

Another remarkable feature of this phantagmagorical picture
should not be unnoticed. In the centre of the chamber
the ghostly outline of the erect effigies of an armed warrior,
Sir. Ranulph Rookwood, the builder of the mausoleum, and the
founder of the family that slept the sleep of death within its
walls. Wrought in black marble, of the size of life, this stern,
and sable statue, of rare workmanship, and some antignity,
differed from most monumental sculpture, in that the postare
chosen for the warlike figure was erect and life-like. The
warrior was represented as sheathed in a complete suit of plate
armour, decorated with the armonial sercoat, and g'raspi;g the
pummel of a weighty curtal-axe, his usual weapon of defence;
a conically-formeﬁ helmet rested upon his brow, revealing hie
harsh but commanding featares ; the golden spur of kmight-
hood graced his heel, and beneath, enshrined in a eostly marble
sarcophagus, slept the mortal remains of what had once been
one of the ¢ sternest knights to his mortal foe that ever put
speare to therest.” ' o

Nor should the effect of the light and shade, within the
vault, pass unebserved.
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Darkness with lifhtoo daringly doth fight,
‘That each confoundiog other, both appear
As darkness light, and light but darkness were.®”
Stuck in s rusty sconce 4gainst one of the columns overhead, the
flickering candle, ineffectually contending with the dank, heavy
atmosphere that pervaded this house of death, not only lentaddi-
tional duskness to the depths its rays were unable to penetrate,
bat inereased the apparent size of the tomb, producing the
strangest combinations, and multiplying the images of horror
a hundred-fold, by giving ample range and scope for the most
hideous speculations.

Streaming in'a wavering, transverse line upon the ribbed
roof, the yellow flame partially fell upon the human ﬁsnm,
before alluded to, throwing them into the blackest relief, and
casting their fantastical shadows along the floor. Dilated, in the
darkling twilight, to gigantic 'propomons, the marble figure of
the_Knight received a gleam of the same lustre, which, striking
more particularly upon the gloomy features, commaunicated to
the ri&id aspect a wild and terrible expression. Coupled with
the other group, and in connection with the awful scene, this
statue might be likened to a knight of romance, in the act of
barsting some spell of hell-engendered sorcery; omit might be

to one of those mystic, warrior creations which are

said to watch perp%ally the nevebfailinlgo:am(gs that burn at
the tombs of the #%e Disciples of the y Cross, ready to
" quench their flanie for ever, should unhallowed footsteps ap-

proach. .
‘Covered with a mouldering pall, and laid upon a bier, an
old oaken eoffin served the parties for a seat; between them
stood a bottle and a glass; the latter, although emptied of its
contents, giving token, from the perfume that ¢‘hung round it
still,” of the most tellucid, but not least potent, of spirituous
distilments ; and showing, that whatever might be the object
of their stealthy communion, the comfort of the creature had
not been altogether overlooked. At the feet of one of the per-
were laid a3 mattock, a spade, a horn lantern, a bunch
of keys, and some other matters symbolical of his vocation, to-
gother with a little bristly, black-and-tan terrier, curled up like
8 hedge-hog beside him. He was, apparently, a very old man,
with a bal?heﬂl. hoar as the summit of Mont Blane, and par-
tially protected from the cold l% that description of woollen
caxon, vylgarly denominated a Welch wig. His elbow rested
* Drayton.

‘voL. 1. 3
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upon his knees, his wrist sapported his chin, and his grey glassy
eyes, glimmering like marsh meteors in the candle-light, were

fixed upon his com})union with a glance .of keen, searching

scrutiny, worthy of a cynic philosopher.

The object of his investigation, a much more youthful and
interesting person, seemed Iost in the depths of reverie, and
alike insensible to time, place, and the object of the meeting.
With both hands grasped found the barrel of a fowling piece,
and with his face leaning upon the same support, the features
were entirely concealed from view; the light, too, being to the
back, and shedding its rays over, rather than upon his person,
aided his disguise. Yet, even thus imperfectly defined, the
outline of the head, and proportions of the figure, were emi-
nently striking and symmetrical.

‘ Attired in a rough, savage costume, a sort of dark greem
chasseor, or :hporting .dress, of the fashion of George the Se-
cond’s day (the period of our ’I‘aleg, perpetrated in such wise,
as might be expected, from the hands.of some untutored, rustic
Krofesaor of the shears—his wild garb would have determined
is rank as but lowly in the scale of society, had not a certain
*loftiness of manner, and bold, though reckless deportment,
argued pretensions, on the part of the wearer, to a more ele-
vated station in life, and contradicted, in a great measure, the
impression produced by the homely appearance of his habili-
ments.

A oap of shaggy brown fur, fancifully, but not ungracefully
formed, covered his head, from beneath which, drooping in
natural clusters over his neck and shoulders, a cloud of raven
hair escaped. Subsequently, when his face was more fully
revealed, it proved to be that of a young man, of dark aspect,
and grave melancholy expression of countenahce, approac! ’i:s
even to the stern, when at rest; but sufficiently animated ai

earnest when engaged in conversation, or otherwise excited.

His features were ;eFular, delicately formed, and might be
characterized as singularly beautiful, were it not for a want of
roundness in the confour of the face, which' gave to the linea-

ments a thin, worn look, totally distinet, however, from hag- -

gardness or emaeiatipn; some such countenance as an active,
abstemious Hindoo might be supposed to possess, wherein
there was no superfluous flesh. e nose was delicate and
fine; the nostrils especially so, keen and sensitive as that of
an Arabian with a pedigree of a thousand years; the upper lip
short, curlingi(gmoeful, and haughtily expressive. Asto com-
plexion, his’'skin had a truly Spanish warmth and intensity of
* colouring; the tint might have originated in stain of juiey herb,

v
i
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or root, as well as from exposure to the sun and ¢ skyey in-
fluences;” but the result was an embrowned swarthiness of
hue that would have done credit to the tawniest Gitano of
Andalusia, even with the true Morisco blood purpling in his
veins. His figure, when raised, was tall and masculine, and
though slight, indicated great'ki)ersonnl vigour, and muscular
resources, and but for the recklessness of manner, and unre-
etrained carriage and deportment heretofore moticed, his ap-

might be designated as prepossessing and attractive

in the extreme.

. At the precise moment when our narrative commences, both
_parties were motionless; not a word was spoken by either—
scarce a breath drawn. It was a silence befitting the place.
In the mean time we shall take advantage of the pause (as it
. must evidently have been), to hazard a slight preliminary ac-

count of the ol man, with the great, grey, glassy eyes.
Peter Bradley, of Rookwood, in the county of York, where

he had exercised the vocation of sexton, for the best part of a" -

life already drawn out to the span ordinarily allotted to mor-
tality, was one of those odd, grotesque, bizarre caricatures of
humanity, which it occasionally delighteth our inimitable

George Cruikshank to limn. So attenuated in the region of

the legs and arms, as scarcely to remove him from absolute
identity with the skeleton society he so much affected, Peter’s
unnatural length and lankiness of limb, combined and con-
trasted with his round dropsical-looking paunch, puffed out to
a very pincushion plumpness, made him no inapt representa-
tive of a huge, bloated, and overgrown spider. Totally desti-

tute of hair, his bald head reminded one of a bleached sowr®

allowing for the wrinkled furrows in the forehead, and thick
beetle brows, that projected like the eaves of a barn; his hands
were lean, long, and skinny, as the Ancient Mariner’s; his
. fingers spread out like claws ; but after all, his eyes were his
most remarkable feature ; *like the toad, ugly, and venomous,
he bore a precious jewel in his head ;” ang, like that noxious
reptile, his eyes were large, lambent, and- luminous, though
cold as_the fire of an ignis fatuus, and grey as the slaty hue of
earliest day-break. And then his laugh! that hollow chuck-
ling laugh, distiniuishable from all other laughter by an occa-
sional wheezing choke, which threatened, during its paroxysm,
to terminate the existence and merriment.of the cachianator, at
one and the same time; this laugh had, besides, something so

horrible aboaut it, that, though seldom heard,.it never failed, -

when indulged in, to excite 8 shuddering response in the audi~
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tor, whoever the luckless wight might be. It was a something
between the gibbering of a ghoul and the grin of an hyena.

The inward man corresponded with his outward appearance.
His soul was in his spade. He was essentially & man of
graves—¢¢ of the earth, earthy ;” of the dead, deathly. Habi-
taal contact with the mould, and the mouldering, gﬁd, so to
speak, mildewed and worm-eaten his better sensibilities, crust-
ing his mind “as with a scurf, and turning the wholesome
current of his blood to black and melancholic bile. Something
akin to nothingness he seemed, and yet endowed with anima-
tion—a connecting link betwixt the breathing body and the
bony eorpse—Materiality and Immaterlality in one.

The night-mare Life in Death was he, o
‘Who thicks men’s blood with cold.

The church-yard might be called his domain——the tomb his
dwelling-place—the charnel-house his museum of rarities; and
he displayed as intimate an acquaintance with the relics of the
latter, as his brother of the spade did with the scall of that
¢ mad rogue Yorick, the king’s jester;”’ and exhibited as much

.assurance in affixing a name or a date to a ¢chapless maz-
zard,” or fragmentary bone, as any savan? of them all could do,
in illustrating the fossil tusk of a mammoth, the giant jaw of
the mastodon, or other incomprehensible remnant of the ex-
tinet creation of the Antediluvian World.

! Wearied with the prolonged silence, Peter was the first to .
k. His voice was harsh and grating as a rusty hinge.

¢ Another glass,” said he, pouring out a medicum of tﬁe pale
fluid. : .

His companion shook his head.

« It will keep out the cold,” continued the sexton, pressing
the liquid ; ¢and you, who are not so much accustomed as I am
to the damps of a vault, may suffer from them. Besides,”
added he, sneeringly, *¢it will give you courage!” .

s Courage!” echoed the other, raising his head, while the
flash of his eye resented the implied reproach. .

« Ay, courage!” retorted the sexton; ¢ Nay, never stare at
me 8o hard, man. I doubt neither your coarage nor your firm-
ness; but as both may be put to the test to-night, I see no great
harm in making certainty sure; and therefore ’tis that I press
the glass upon you. Well, as you please, I don’t want to poi-
son you—thie is no doetor’s staff—no damned decoction, or
mixture, but honest, wholesome gin, distilled before you were .

- . born or thought of. *Tis as harmless as mother’s milk, and as

o~
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mild ; and so it should be, for it has lain more Yyears in this
wanlt than you can number to ‘your head, grandson Luke; and
time is a t improver of liquor, whatever it may be of
women. Here in this vault, my cellar, ds I call it, hath it
been hoarded these two-and-thirty years. But if you won’t
drink, I will. Here’s to the rest eternal of Sir Piers Rook-
wood. Thou wilt say amen to that pledge; Luke, or thou art
no offspring of his loins,” and having once agaip emptied the
beaker, he replenished it, and handed it to his grandson.

* ¢« Why should I reverence his memory,” answered Luke,
bitterly, refusing the proffered potion, ¢ who showed ho fatherly
love for me? He disowned me in life—in death I disown Aim.
8ir Piers Rookwood was no father of mine.”

¢« He had at least the reputation of being so; but thou art,
doubtlass, better informed,” returned the Sexton, ¢ than I can
possibly be on a subjeet that so mearly concerns thyself. Whose
sea art thou then ¥’ . .

¢ Whose? Do I hear theo ask the question 1

4 Certainly thou dost, and repeat it; Whose son art thou ?”

& Thy daaghter’s, Susan Bradley ¥’

«That I know ; but thy father ¥—for I presume thou kadsf a
father,””—asked the sexton, with a sneer. . .

s« Well,” returned Luke, ‘sinee it must be, and thou hast
said it, he was my reputed father. Father!—ha! the name
sounds strange in my ears ; and with Sir Piers ’twas but the
name, and scarce even that.” - .

¢« He was as surely thy father, as Susan Bradley, thy mother,
was my daughter,” rejoined the sexton. :

¢ And, surely,” cried Luke, impetuously, ¢ zhou needst not
boast of the connexion !—'Tis not for thee, old man, to eouple
their names together—to exult in thy daughter’s disgrace and
thine own dishonour! Shame! shame—speak not of them in
the same breath, if thou woaldst not have me invoke curses on
the dead. 1 would be at peace with him now.” -

s¢ Reverential ];nyerl and tears were fitter, methinks, than
curses from thy li

ips,”” persisted the sexton, anxious it would
seem to rankle the wound he had inflicted, ‘¢ at a season like
the present.” ..

¢ Prayers and tears !’ vociferated Luke, ¥ my prayers would
turn to ecurses, my tears to blood! I have no reverence
(whatever thou may’st have) for the seducer—for the murderer
of my mother.” N

% Marderer ! repeated the sexton, apparently sfartled, and
affecting astoriishment—¢ Thou hast choice store of epithets,
good grandson, Sir Piers a mu;d;orer 1” .
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- *Tush!” answered Luke, indignantly, ¢ pretend not to be
ignorant. Thou hast better knowledge of the truth or false-
hood of the dark tale which has gone abroad respecting my
- mother’s fate than I have; and unless report has belied thee
foully, hast had substantial reasons for keeping sealed -lips on
the subject. But whether she died of a broken heart, broken
by his zerﬂdy—whother she fell a victim to remorse—to de-
sp er em;hod spirit, sinking under the pressure of peni-
tential sorrow for her crime, a crime of which he was the au-
thor and origin—whether more subtle and efficient means were
taken to remove her—may rest in doubt, vague and uncertain
as are hopes of hereafter. Yet this much is assured ; that he,
Sir Piers Rookwood, was the grimary cause of. her death ; and
in effeet, if not in intent, her destroyer.”

¢ Sotrow never hroke Susan’s heart,’”’ said the Sexton with
& ghastly grin; «die as she might, she died impenitent.”

¢ Her sin then rest with him—her blood cries out for ven-

nce.”

s Vengeance belongeth to the Lord,” returned the Sexton.
s Leuvegi: Piers to gettle his account elsewhere. I warrant
me he will nat want thy assistance to help him towards the
brink of the pit that is bottomless. And now seeing that he is
gove, bury thy hatred with bhim ; let not thy anger reach be-
yond the grave. Say thou forgivest him.” - .

¢« For myself, I freely and fully forgive him; though to me
he hath ever been the worst of enemies.”

¢ Why, that is right and fairly spoken, though thou art still
far from a fair understanding of thy case, grandson Luke, and
givest vent to idle fumings at imaginary wrongs.”

« No more of this,” returm&d Luke impatiently.

- «¢ At what hour did Sir Piers Rookwood die ¥’

« He died on Thursday last, in the night time; but the ex-
act hour I know not.” )

« Of ‘what ailment 1"’

¢t Noither do I know that. His end was sadden, yet not
without a warning sign.”

¢ What warning ¥’ inquired Luke.

¢t Neither more nor less than the death-omen of the house.
You look astonished. Is it possible you have never heard of
the ominous Lime tree, and the fatal bough 1—why, ’tis a com=
mon tale hereabouta, and has been for centuries : any old crone
would tell it thee. Peradventure thou kast seen the old avenue
of lime trees leadiag to the hall, near-a quarter of a mile in
length, and as nobfe a row of timber as any in the county.

Well, there is one tree—the last on the left hand before you
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eome to the clock house—lazger than all the rest—a huge piecs
of timber, with broad spreading branches, and of I know not
what girth in the trunk. Ah! there is something fearful and
porteutous even in the look of the tree; its leaves have all a
darker green than those of any others; its branches are flun
out like the arms of a giant; and on wintry nights it will shrie
in the tempests like a human being in agony. Sorme say it was
planted in old times by Sir Ranulph, he who built the maasioa,
and desi the avenue, and whose statue stands before you ;
and that beneath its roots are scattered the bones of a witch,
whom ke hunted and worried with his blood-hounds, denying
Christian burial to the heathenish remains. This is likely
enough; but I have heard otker traditions, not so probable;
one of which runs, that the tree was originally a stake, which,
driven through the body of a murderer, and, nurtured in the
soil enriched and fattened with his blood, took root, and, con-
trary to the course of nature, flourished. This I heed not. One
thing, however, is certain, that the tree is, in some mysteriogs
manner, connected with the family of Rookwood, and immedi-
ately previous to the death of one of that line, a braach is sure
to be shed from the parent stem, prognosticating his doom.”

¢ And such an omen, thon wouldst add, preceded Sir Piers’s
demise,” said Luke. -

“Even so. No later than Tuesday morning,” replied the
sexton, ¢ I happened to be walking down the avenue; I know
not what took me thither, but I sauntered leisurely on till I
came nigh the tree; and lo! there was a huge bough cumbering
the ground, right across my path: an adder would not have
startled me so much. There it was, a green, strong branch,
broken from the bole—no wind, no storm, no axe, had done it;
so I stood still to look ngon it. Just then, with a lond, cheer-
ing cry, a burst of hounds, and a merry erew of friends at his
heels, out galloped Sir Piers from the gate. Full tilt he came
towards me ; when directly his horse reared at the branch, and
out of his saddle he tumbled. He was not hurt by the fall, only
startled ; but more when he beheld the cause of the accident,
then by anything else. He put a bold face op the matter, but
T eould see it sic him, and well it might—it was his death-
warraot—I could see it in his face, even then. Atfirst he
stormed, and asked who had done it. Every body was ques-
tioned—all denied a hand in it. Hugh Badger, the {eeper,:held
his horse, but he would not mount, and returned dejectedly to
the hall, breaking up the day’s sport. Before departing, he
addressed a word or two to me in private mpecﬁn&ethoo, and
pointed, with a melangholy shake of the head, to the branch:

P .

——
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therd was a thought of other days in his look. Doctor Titus
Tyroonnel tried to cheer him, but it would not do ; it was all
over, his sand was run. Two days afterwards his doom was
accomplished.” . .

¢ And do you slaoe faith in this idle legend 1'* asked Luke,
with affected indifference, although it was evident, from his
manner, that he himself was not so entirely free from a super-
stitious feeling of belief as he would have it appear.

¢ Undoubtedly I do,” replied the sexton; * [ were more diffi
oult to be convinced than the unbelieving disciple else. Thrice
hath it occurred to my own knowledge, and ever with the same
result; firstly, with Sir Reginald ; secondly, with thy own mo-
ther; and lastly, as I have just told thee, with Sir. Piers.” -

¢ Methought thou saidst, even now, that this death-omen, if
suoh it be, was always confined to the immediate family of
Rookwood, and’not to mere inmates of the mansion.”

¢ To the heads of that house, be they male or female.” -

“Then how could it apply to her? Was shc of that hoyse ?
Was she & wife . : :

¢t Who shall say she was not ?*’ replied the sexton.

“ Who shall say she was?” cried Luke, repeating the words - ’

with indignant emphasis—s¢¢ Who will avouch that ?*

¢ Perchance such a one might be found.” _ -

4 Might ! what new g::plexity wouldst thou conjure up in a
mind perplexed almost beyond endurance ?. If thou hast aught
to say, speak out, and keep me not on the rack ef doubt and
suspense.” - '

A smile played upon the sexton’s conntenarice: it was cold
as wintry sunbeam. . . :

¢ I will bear this no longer,” oried Luke; ¢ anger me not, or
look to thyself. In a word, hast thou anything to tell me re-
specting her? if not, let me begone.”

*I have; but I will not be hurried by a boy like thee,” re-
plied Peter; doggedly. ¢ Go, if thou wilt, and take the conse-
quences ; my lips are shut for ever, and I have much to say—
much thou wouldst gladly learn.” _ .

¢ Then out with it; why else came I hither? When you
sought me out this mornil‘l.g, in my retreat with the gipsy gang,
you bade me meet you in the church porch at midnight ; P:u
true to m{ aplllaointment.” ,

¢ And I will keep my promise; sit dowa. Thou knowest
where thou art ; *tis the burial place of the Rookwood family.”

I know it.”

\ ¢ Interrupt me not. What I have got to say concerns you,
and your mother likewise, a8 you will find anon. Look around.

’

Ny
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See liow each cell within this sepulchre is tenanted. The cof-
fins swarm like chests in a store-house. Ah! how much usefal
lead is wasted ; better melt it down to good balls, and thin su-
perfluous mankind, thankeep it to preserve the rotten masses it
contains ; a few planks are all thatis needed for the best of us:
give me a deep grave, a thin board, and a gravelly soil. What
182 ehumh-gard for—eh *—But no matter, there they are, in all
the honour dust can have—fathers and sons—leaden lumber all
—lying in tiers of three and four, ay, and as mamwy in places as
five. Draw closer, that I may whisper in thineear. Of every
Rookwood that lies around us—and all that ever bore the name,
exeept Sir Piers himself, who lies in state at the hall, are here
—not one—mark what I say !—not one male branch of the house
but has been suspected—"’

¢ Of what 1

¢ Marder !”” replied the sexton, iu a hissing whisper.

¢ Murder 1" ec'l)loed Luke, recoiling. .

“ There is one dark stain—one foul blot en all—bleod—blood
hath been spilt.” ;

¢« By all ¥ .

¢ Ay, and such blood! theirs was no common crime. Even
murder hath its degrees—theirs was of the first class.”

¢ Their wives—you cannot mean that

¢ Ay, their wives!—I do. Thou hast heard it then. Ha!
ha! ’tis a trick they had. Didst ever hear the old saying? it’s
in every old erone’s lips hereabouts : . :

¢ Never mate brook would,
A Rook of the Rook wood.’

And a merry saying it is, and true ; no woman ever stood in a
Rookwood’s way, but she was speedil removed, that’s certain.
They had all, save poor Sir Piers, the knack of stopping a
troublesome woman’s tongue, and practised it to perfectioni—a
rare art, eh 17

4 What have the misdeeds of his agcestry,” interposed Luke,
“ et:ddo’:vith Sir Piers, much less wita my mother, unless in-
d o .

s Everything. If he could not rid himself of his wife (and
she were a match for the devil himself), it follows not that the
mistress might be more readily set aside.” )

* ¢ Hast thou absolute knowledge of aught ¥’ cried Luke, his
voice tremulous with anxiety. )

¢ Nay, I but hinted.” o

¢« Such hints are worse than open speech. Let me know the



worst. Did he kill her?”* And Luke stared at the sexton as.

if he would have looked into his secret soul.,

_ But the sexton was not easily fathomed. His cold, bright
eye r:tumed Luke’s gazo steadfastly, as he answered, com-
posedly— ,

“l Iiwe said all I know.”

“ But not all thou thinkest.” N

¢ Thoughts should not always find their utterance in words,
else should we often endanger our own safety, and that of
others.”

% An idle subterfuge; and from thee, worse than idle. I
will have an answer, yea or nay. Was it poisop—was it
eteel 1"’ '

¢ Neither.”

¢ But there are other ways by which the vital spark may be
extinguished.” .

¢¢ Enough—she died.”

¢« No, not enough—When 1—where 1" .

¢ In her sleep—in her bed.” v .

¢ Why, that was natural.”

+ A wrinkling smile crossed the sexton’s brow.

¢ What means that horrible gleam of laughter ¥’ exclaimed
Luke, grasping his shoulder with such force as pearly to anni-
hilate the man of graves. . .

¢ Speak, or I will strangle thee. Ha! A thought flashes
across my brain. She died, you say, in her sleep 1"

< In her sleep,” replied the sexton, shaking off Luke’s hold.
¢ The evening saw her blithe, healthful, blooming—the morn-
ing, stark, stiff, breathless.” ’

“ I see,” ejaculated Luke, with a frightful gesture, ¢ Was-

itso¥’—

¢ May be.”

¢ And was it to tell me this you brought me hither? Was
it to tell me, I had a mother’s murder to avenﬁe, that you
brought me to the tomb of her destroyer-~when he is beyond
the reach of my vengeance 1"

Luke exhibited so much frantic violence of manner and ges-
ture, that the sexton entertained some little apprehension that
his intellects were unsettled, by the shock of the intelligence.

It was, therefore, in what he intended for-a soothing tone, that

he solicited Luke’s attention.

I will hear.nothing more,” replied Luke, and the vaulted

chamber rang with his passionate lamentations. Suddenly
pausing, he exclaimed, in a loud voice,—¢¢Dead mother! upon
thee I call. If in thy grave, thou canst hear the cry of thy
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most wretched sdn, yearning to avenge thee—answer me, if
thou hast the powm'.y Let me have nsgcume token of the truth
or falsity of these wild suppositions, that I may wrestle against
this demon. But no,” added he, in accents of deq)air; “no
ear can hear me, save his to whom my wretchedness is food for
hellish A4

¢ Could the dead hear thee, she might do so. She is not far
off,” said the sexton.

¢ Fiend ! mock me not.”

¢ Why should I? Thy mother lies within this space.”

Luke staggered back, as if struek by a thunderbolt! He
spoke not, but fell with a violent shock against a pile of coffins,
at which he caught for support.

“ Ay, there,”” cried the sexton, extending a skinny finger,
«¢thou hast hit it.” ’

“ What have I done 1” exclaimed Luke, recoiling.

¢-What hast thou done? Ha!-—have a care!” A thun-
dering crash resounded through the vaunlt. One of the cof-
fing, which Luke had dislodged from its position, tumbled
:: t?:nground; it alighted upon its side, splitting asunder in

e fall.

¢ Great heavens! what is this}’ cried Luke; as a dead
body, clothed in all the hideous apparel of the tomb, rolled
forth to his feet. . . .

“It is thy mother’s corpse,”” answered the sexton. «I
brought thee hither to behold it; but thou hast anticipated my
intentions.” )

¢ T'his my mother 3’ shricked Luke. ¢ Can the dead indeed
hear?” he shudderingly added. < This is a solemn .token:
she was not insensible to my adjuration.”’ :

He dl’opxd upon his knees by the body, seizing one of its
chilly hands, and bending aver the countenance of the dead, as
it lay upon the floor, with its face upwards.

e sexton took the candle from the sconce.

¢ Art thon sure ’tis she ?*’ demanded Luke, as he approached
with the light. . )

¢t As sure as that thou livest,” was the re))lg;n :

% Can this be death 1" shouted Luke, hal tic : ¢ Impe
sible! Oh God! She stirs—she moves. The light \—quick
—1 see her stir! This is dreadful—intolerable.” .

¢ Do not deceive yourself,” said the sexton, in a tone which
betrayed more emotion: than was his wont. «’Tis the be-
wilderment of fancy : she will never stir again, poor wench.”
And he shaded the candle with his hand, so as to throw the
light full upon the deadly visage. It was motionless as that of



an image carved in stone. Pale was that face as monumental
marble ; beneath the reflex of the yellow flame it wore a wax-
like tint, sicklied to a wanish white. No trace of corruption
was visible upon the rigid, yet exquisite tracery of its features.
No livid hue deformed the delicacy and beu? of its linea~
ments, but, lovely as it had been in life, unrivalled for its
fairness, so was it in death. The sight was indeed a marvel

and a mystery ; it was as if some pitying epirit had seized the

moment

Before Decay’s effacing fingers
Had swept the lines where beauty lingers,

to arrest the hands of the Spoiler, ere one withering touch had
been laid upon her brow—ere a breath of his blightiag atmo-
sphere had fallen upon his victim, and, failing to avert the
stroke of fate, had invested the fine ¢lay it could not re-animate,
with a lY;al’pemity of living loveliness. A profuse clond of
raven hair escaped from its swathments in the fall, which h:
like a dark veil over the bosom and person of the departed, an
presented a startling contrast to the prevailing paleness of the
skin and the white sere-clothes. Flesh still adhered to the
hand, though it mouldered into dust within the gripe of Luke,
as he j)ressed the fingers to his lips. The garments of the dead
were disposed like night-gear about her person, and from with-
out their folds a few withered flowers had fallen. A strong
aromatic odour, of a 'Kun ent character was diffused around ;
hence it was evident that theart bg which the ancieat Egyptians
endeavoured to rescue their kindred from decomposition, had
been resorted to, to preserve the fleeting charms of the unfor-
tunate Susan Bradley; making it evident, also, that he who,
living, loved her not, or loving, had destroyed her, yet when
dead—Ilost to him for ever. sought, actuated by some in-
scrutable revulsion of feeling, to save from -utter extinction
those fatal endowments of person which had first found favour
in his eyes, and ultimately ensured the destruction of its hapless
or.

A pause of awful silence succeeded, broken only by the pant-
ing respiration of Luke. He spoke not—groaned not—moved
not ; but his breast laboured heavily with suppressed emotion,
and there was a quivering in the muscles of his limbs, like that
gmeoeding from severe, paralytic affection. The sexton stood

- apparently an indifferent spectator of the scene of horror.

e rendered no assistance—pronounced no word of lym;athy—

expressed no commiseration, but remained fixed for a few mo-

- —
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ments in the attitude we have desctibed. His eye wandered
from the dead to the living, and gleamed with a peculiar and
indefinable expression, half apathy, half abstraction. For one
single.instant,.as he scrutinized the features of his daughter,
his brow, contracted as in anger, immediately afterwards was
elevated as in scorn; but otherwise you would have sought in
vain to read the purport of that cold, insensible glance, which
dwelt for onje brief space on the face of the mother, and settled:
eventually upon her son. Worlds would that son have given to
have been at that instant equally insensible. A prey to the

. keenest angunish—to agony almost insupportable, he yet ob-

.

tained no relief in tears—no drop of moisture found its W:I to
his eyes. The agony of his emotions can only be conceived by
those who have endured (and which of us hath altogether es-
caped?) the martyrdom of moments like to those—who, like
him, have felt the iron enter into their soul, and have drained to
the dregs the bowl]. of bitterness. .

All those who have similarly suffered, will need no deserip-
tion of the extent of Luke’s suffering—of the heart-quake that
shook him. Of an earnest vivacity of temperament amounting
even to the fierce, he at the same time was endued with the
tenderest seasibilities. His case was not like one of those we
have enumerated. He had known no mother’s love—no mo-
ther’s watchful care—no mother’s gushing tenderness ; for him

;had beamed no mother’s well-remembered smile ; but the ab-

sence . of this reality had created in his ardent, enthusiastic
‘mind, possessed from infancy with but one faneiful image, that
of his mother—an image—a fantasm, such as haunts a dream-
er’s brain, of something like the object of his love, such as he

.dreamed she-would have been, had she ever blgssed him with

her presence; peopling his imagination with a thousand vi-
sionary notions of smiles, and tears, and looks, remembered like
the indistinct perceptions of childhood, and dwelt upon as
fondly ; till what had been but a dream, nay, the memory of a
dream, assumed, as life advanced, a substance, and a shape,
distinct and positive ; so that when, for the first time, he %he-
tnally belxeltr the object of idolatry before him in death, no-won-
der that all these haarded emotions of years should burst forth
with irresistible vehemenee, and the long sealed fountains of -
the heart be unloosed. -

The sexton, as has been before observed, made no effort to

“console him. " For some space he neither spoke, nor altered his

ition ; at length the withered flowers attracted his atention.
¢ stooped to pick up one of them. )
“Faded as the hand that gathered ye, as the bosom on which
. VOL. L. 3
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ye were strewn !”” he murmured. % No sweet smell left—but
—faugh.” Holding in disgust the dry leaves to the flame of
the candle, they were instantly ignited, and the momen
brilliance played like a smile upon the features of the dead.
The sexton observed the effect. ¢ Such was thy life,” he ex-
claimed ; “a brief, bright sparkle, followed dark, utter
extinction ;" and he flung the expiring ashes of the floweret
from his hand. . .

CHAPTER 1L

Duch. You are very cold. .
I fear you are not well after your travel.
Hah! ﬂ hts ——Oh horrible !
Fer. Let her inve lights enough.
Duch. What witcheraft doth he practise, that he hath left
A dead hand here. .
Ducuzss or Mavry.

TrE sexton’s waning candle now warned him of the progress
of time ; and having completed his arrangements, he addressed
himself to Luke, intimating his intention of departing. Having
received no answer, and remarking no signs of life about his
grandson, he began to be apprehensive that he had fallen into a
swoon. Drawing near to Luke, he teok him gently by the
arm. Thus distarbed, Luke groaned aloud, but he attempted
not to rise. L .

¢t Poh—this is worse than Midsummer madness,” cried the
sexton; ¢ the lad is crazed with grief, and 4ll about a mother
who has been four-and-twenty years in her grave. I will even
put her out of the way myself.”” Saying which, he proceeded,
as noiselessly as possible, to raise the corpse in his arms, de-
positing it softly within its former tenement. Carefully as he
executed his task, he could not accomplish it without occasion-
ing a slight accident to_the fragile frame. Insensible as he
'was, Luke had not relinquished the hold he maintained of his
mother’s hand. And when Peter lifted the body, the ligaments,
connecting the hand with the arm, were suddenly snagped
asunder. It would appear afterwards, that this joint had been
tampered with, and partially dislocated. But without entering
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into further particulars in this place, it may be sufficient to ob-
serve, that the hand, detached from the socket at the wrist, re-
mained within the gripe of Luke. lgnorant of the mischief he
had occasioned, the sexton continued his labours, unconscious-
ly, until the noise which he of necessity rhade, in stamping
with his heel upon the plank, was the means of recalling Luke
to sensibility. The first thing he perceived, upon collecting his
faculties, were the skeleton fingers, which he found twined
;vithin'his own. His frame thrilled as he regarded the severed
imb. .

% What have you done with'the body? Why have you left
this with me "’ said he. ¢

¢ It was not my intention to have done so,”” answered the
sexton, suspending his occupation. “I have just made fast
the lid, but it is easily undone. You had better restore it.””

¢ Restore it,” echoed Luke, staring at the bony fragment.

¢ Ay! of what advantage is a dead hand? ’Tis an unlucky
keepsake, and will lead to harm. The only use I ever heard
for such a thing, was in the case of bow-legged Ben, he who
was hanged in irons for murder, on Hardchase Heath, and
whose hand was cut off at the wrist the first night, to make
therewith 2 Hand of Glory, or dead man’s candle. Old Mistress
Asheton had her throat cut that night, and the candle, held by
the glorious fingers, lighted her murderess the while, and sub-
duef the poor woman and her servants into an unawakening
sleep—not even a cry was heard. Ho! ho!—But you have no
such intentions, I'm sure; if you.had this would never serve
your turn, for it must be the limb of a hanged malefactor, and *
the candle'must be of the melted fat thereof i

¢ Look there,” exelaimed Luke, extending the hand towards
the sexton. ¢ Seest thou nothing upon that finger”

“1 see something shine. Hold it nigher the light. Ha!
that is strange truly. How came it there ¥’

s¢How came it there! Ask of Sir Piers! ask of her Aue-
band 7> shouted Luke, with a wild burst of exulting laughter.
««Ha! ha! ’tis a wedding ring ; and look, the finger is bent;
it must have been placed thereon in life. There is no deception
in this; no trickery—hah . .

s¢ It doth not look like it; that sinew must have been con-
tracted in life. The tendons are pulled down so tightly, that
the ring could not be withdrawn without breaking the finger.” .

¢ Thou art right3 it is so. This is her hand ; it must be so.
She was his wedded wife. Ha! ha! ha!”

s+ It would seem so.”
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¢¢Seem ! it is undoubted. Thou art sure that coffin contains
her body ?” -

“Thy mother’s ? Sure as this carcass is my own.”

¢The hand—tis her’s. Can any doubt exist "’

¢ Wherefore should it? That hand was broken from the arm
by accident within this moment. I noticed not the occurrence,
but it must have been so.”

¢ Yes—yes; and she was wedded, and I am not——""

¢ 1llegitimate !—for thy own sake, 1 am glad of it.”

¢ Glad! my heart will burst. -O ! could I but establish the
fact of this marriagg—her fame, my wrongs, would be indeed
avenged.” :

¢ Be not too sanguine; thou wilt find it no easy task to
establish. Granling it were the fact, and I am inclined to
thix:lk"it might be so, consider with whom thou hast to con-
tend. .

¢ Lady Rookwood ! Why, ske was Lady Rookwood before
her. She shall know it! she shall know it!”

_ ¢ Ay, and bher son, young Sir Ranulph. Think you he will

tume}l; yield his birthright to you?” .
- % His birthright ! Mine ! if this be so. Sir Ranulph—that
title belongs to.me. I’ll strip them of their borrowed honours.
PI’ll —. Ha! ha!—I1 shalfgo mad for joy,”

A word.”

1 cannot talk—cannot listen, now.”

«Thou art beside thyself. This can never be.”

¢« Never ! Give me but a hope—but an inch of ground to
stand upon—a thread to cling to, and thou shalt see how I will
maintain my hold.” : .

1 give thee no hopes. I can give thee none. Even hadst
thou 5:0 right, how canst thou, unfriended, poor, make.head
against those already in possession, and wealthy to boot 1"

«I will brave every difficulty, every danger, to assert my
claims.”

¢t Grant you will do so; you must have evidence beyond this
ring, whereon to found those claims. It may satisfy you, and
other credulous people—as myself, for instance—that such a
marriage hath taken place; but is scaree. likely to meet with
implicit belief with others, nor what is more, to obtain for thee
the broad lands, and the proud name of Rookwood. Aad after
all, ’tis the union you must establish, beyond a doubt, between
Sir Piers and your mother; for it is possible, at least there may
be those will say so, that she was a married woman, and yet
no wife to Sir Piers.”
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¢“They will not repeat the assertion in my hearing. Why
say this tome?”

] do not say so, nor do I think so; all I fear is, tKat Sir
Piers’ precautions were so well taken, that you may never be
able to adduce proof positive that such a marriage did exist.”

“ But we may disprove any other alleged alliance, and if Sir
Piers did act with so much caution, why left he this speaking
evidence, to point, like an index, to the secret ?* ’

¢« It is not easy to account for it; and yet the chances were
against the occurrence of an event like the present. Looking
more narrowly at the wrist-joint, it would appear as if he really
intended to prevent such a discovery, but had desisted when
his work was partially completed, for Sir Piers was everapt to
act one mément, and-repent of it the next; and his allowing
that ring to remain, most likely proceeded from some passin
feeling of remorse; besides, as I said before, he, probably, dig
not calculate upon such a contingeney as this. He took care
nobody should this vault, without his permission, during
his lifetime.” .

Something like a groan followed the conclusion of the sex-
ton’s discourse. It was evident thit it proceeded not from
Luke, as an exclamation burst from him at the same instant.
Luke stretched out his arm, an unsubstantial something seemed
tf:a press against him, communicating a chill like death to his

me. .

¢ Who is between us 1** he ejaculated. :

¢Js aught between us 1"’ inquired the sexton, leaping from
. the coffin lid with an agility that did him honour.

T will discharge my gun. The flash will light us,” ex-
claimed Luke.

¢ Do so,” hastily rejoined the Sexton; *but not in this di-
rection,” .

¢ Get behind me,” cried Luke, and he pulled the trigger.

A blaze of vivid light illumined the darkness. Still nothing
was visible, save the warrior figure, which showed suddenly,
and then vanished like a ghost. The buck-shot rattled against
. the farther end of the vault.

« Let us hence,” cried the sexton, who had rushed to the door,
and thrown it wide open. ¢ Mole! Mole!” The dog sprang
after him. .

« I could have sworn that I felt something,” said Luke;
¢ whence issued that groan 1 -

¢ Ask not whence,” replied Peter. ¢ Reach me my mattock,
and spade, and the lantern; they are behind thee. - And stay,
it were better to bring away tsb: ttle.”
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. ¢ Take them and leave me here.” ,

« Here, in the vault? I could tell you a story of that statue,
that—-"" . .

¢ Not now.”

“You will rue it—there is danger—the arch fiend himself is
not more terrible—-="’ o .

¢ Leave me I say ; orawait, if thou wilt, my coming, in the
church. If there is aught that may be revealed to my ear alone,
- I'will not quail from it, though the dead themselves should
arise to proclaim the mystery. It may be—but—go—there are
thy tools;'* and he shat the door, with a jar that shook the sex-
ton’s frame. . .

Peter, after some muttered murmurings at the hardihood and
madness, as he termed it, of his headstrong grandson, disposed
his lengthy limbs to repose, upon a ‘cushioned seat without the
communion railinﬁ. As the pale moonlight fell upon his gaunt
visage, he looked like soma unholy thing, suddenly annihilated
bm presiding influence of that sacred spot. Mole coiled
himself in a ring at his master’s feet. Peter had not dosed
many minutes, when he was aroused by Luke’s return. The
latter was very pale, and the pérspiration stood in big drops
upon his brow.

¢« Hast thou made fast the door "’ was his first interrogation.

« Here is the key.”

¢ What hast thou seen ¥’ he next inquired, remarking the
deathy paleness of his face.

Luke made no answer. At that moment the ehurch clock
struck two, breaking the stillness of the place with am iron
clang. Luke raised his eyes. A ray of moonlight, streaming
obliquely through the painted window, fell upon the gilt letter-
ing of ablack mural entablature. The lower part, the inscrip-
tion, was in shade, but the emblazonment, and -

Reginalvug ve Wookwood, Cques Jucatus.

were clear and distinet. - Luke trembled, he knew not why, as
the sexton pointed to it. .

¢ Thou hast heard of the hand-writing upon the wall,” said
the Sexton; ¢ Look there—*¢ His kingdom hath been taken from
him.’—Ha, ha!”

.4 Let us quit this place, and get into the fresh air; I am
faint,” said Luke, striding past his companion, and traversin
the church-floor with hasty steps. Peter was not slow to fol-
Jow. The key was applied, and they emerged into the church-
yard. The grassy mounds were bathed in the moon-bedms, and
the two yew trees, throwing their black jagged shadows over

'
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the grave hills looked like evil spirits, brooding over the sancti-
fied repose of the righteous.

The sexton noticed the deathly paleness of Luke’s counte-
nance; but it might be the tinge of the sallow moonlight that
gave it that livid tint.

I will be with thee at thy cottage, ere day-break,” said the
latter ;"and turning an angle of the church, he disappeared from
view. -

¢ He is crazed, beyond all question,” said Peter shouldering
his spade, and whistling to Mole; ¢ though it must be confess-
ed, his brain must have been strong, to:have withstood the
trial of this night. -Misehief, 1 foresee, will come of it; but I
shall not trouble my head with these matters, at least for the
present. Should it be needful, he shall know more; mean-
while, a dram and a song will put care to flight.” Draining the
bottle to the last drop, he flung it from him, and commenced
chanting a wild ditty, the words of which ran as follow :—

THE SEXTON'S SONG.

‘The Carrion Crow is a Sexton bold,
He raketh the dead from out the mould ;
He delveth the ground like a miser old,’
Btealthily hiding his store of gold.

: Caw! Caw!

The Carrion Crow hath a coat of black,
Silky and sleek, like a priest's, to his back ;
Like a lawyer he grubbeth—no matter what way—
The fouler the offal, the richer hia prey. ’
- Caw! Caw! the Carrion Crow!
- . Dig! Dig! in the ground below !

‘The Carrion Crow hath & dainty maw,
‘With savoury pickings he cranmneth his craw ;
Kept meat from the gibbet it pleaseth his whim,
Xt never can Aang todlong for him.

. Caw! Caw!

The Carrion Crow smelleth powder, 'tis said,
Like a soldier escheweth the taste of cold lead ;
No jester or mime bath more marvellous wit,
For wherever he lighteth he maketh a hit.
: : Caw ! Caw! the carrion crow!
- Dig! Dig! in the groand below ! -



The cottage which Peter inhabited adjoined the church-yard,
80 that he had scarcely concladed his song when he reached the
door; and as soon as he had disposed his tools, he betook
himself to slumber.

Y

CHAPTER III.

Brian. Ralph! hearest thou any stirring ?

Ralph. I henrd one speak here, hard by, in the hollow. Peace!
Mastor, speak low. Nouns! if I do not hear a bow go off; and the
buck bray, I never héard deer in my life.

Bri. Stand, or I'll shoot.

Sir Arthur. Who's there ? .

Bri. 1 am the keeper, and do charge you stand. T

You have stolen my deer.
Mzazy Daviv or Epxorron.

Luxe's first impulse had been to free himself from the re-
straint the sexton’s society imposed. He longed to commune
with himself. Leaping the small boundary-wall that defended
the church-yard from a deep, green lane, he hurried along in a
direction contrary to that taken by the sexton, making the best
of his way until he arrived at a aF in the high-banked hazel
hedge, which overhung the road. Heedless of the impedi-
ments thrown in his way by the undergrowth of a rough, rin
f??”b' he"atmckhthrough the opening that presented itself, and,
olimbing over the moss-grown paling, trod presently upon the
elastio le!l’d of Rookwoed P! ll(ml ¢ P yupon

A few minutes rapid walking brought him to the summit of
a rising ground crowned with aged oaks, and as he paused be-
neath their broad shadows, his troubled spirit, soothed by the
quietude of the scene, in part resumed its serenity.

Luke yielded to the gentle influence of the time and hour.
The stiliness of the spot sobered the irritation of his frame, and
the dewy: chillness cooled the fever of his brow. Leaning for
support aininst the guarled trunk of one of the trees, he sur-
rendered himself to contemplation. The events of the last
hour—of his whole existence—passed in rapid review before
his mental vision. The thonfht of the wayward, vagabond
life he had led—of the wild adventures of his youth—of all he
had been—of 8ll he had dore—of all he had endured—crowded
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his mind ; and then, like the passing of a cloud flitting across
the autymnal moon, and occasionally obscuring- the smiling
landscape before him, his soul was shadowed by the rememw

brance of the awful revelationg of the last hour, and the fearfal
knowledge he had acquired of his mother’s fate—of his father’s.

guilt. Shudderingly he called to mind the horrors he had.

witnessed, but the occultation was of brief endurance; the:
cloud passed away, the moon was full again in all her ancient
lustre—the future—the bright glorious future, was before himy,
and he eagerly longed for the coming struggle, the- result of
which, his sanguine anticipations pictured as guerdoned with
success. . . .
- 'The eminence on which Luke stopd was one of the highest
points of the park, and commanded a.view of the hall, which:
miiht be a quarter of a mile distant, discernible through a
broken vista of trees, its whitened walls shimmering in. the
moon-light, and its tall chimneys spiring far from out the round
masses of wood wherein it lay embosomed. 'The ground gra-
dually sloped in that direction, ocoasionally rising ito swells,
studded with magnificent timber—dipping into sinooth dells,
or stretching out into level glades, until it suddenly sunk into
a deep declivity, that formed an effectual division, without the
intervention of a ha-ha, or other barrier, between the Chase
and the Home Park. A slender stream strayed through this
ravine, having found its way thither from a small reservoir,
hidden in the higher plantations to the left; and further on, in
the open ground, in a line with the hall, though, of course,
mauch below the level of the building, assisted by many lecal
springs, and restrained by a variety of natural and artificial em~
bankments, this brook spread out into an expansive sheet of
water. Crossed by a rustic bridge, the sole mean of commu-
nication between the parks, the pool found its-outlet into the
meads below; and even at that distance, and in that still hour,
you might almost catch the sound of the rushing waters, as
they dashed down the elevation in a foaming cascade; while
far away, in the spreading valley, the serpentine meanderings
of the slender current might be traced, glittering like silvery
threads in the lambent moonshine. The mild beams of the
queen of night, then in her meridian, trembled upon the tep-
most branches of the tall timber, quivering, like diamond spray
upon the outer foliage, and penetrating through the interstices
or the trees, fell upon the light wreaths of vapour then begin~
ning to rise from the surface of the pool, steeping them in
misty splendour, and lending to this part of the picture a chae
racter of dreamy and unearthly beauty, .
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All else was in unison—no sound interrupted the silence of
Luke’s solitude, except the hootinﬁ of a large grey owl, which,
soared at his approach, or in search of prey, winged its spectral
flight in continuous and mazy ciseles round his head, uttering
at each wheel its startling whoop; or a deep, distant bay, that
ever and anon boomed upon the ear, pr ing from a pack of
hounds kennelled in a shed adjoining the pool before men-
tioned, but which was shrouded from view by the rising mist.
No living objects presented themselves, save a herd of deer,
that crouched in a covert of brown fern beneath the umb
of a few stunted trees immediately below the point of land
whereon Luke stood ; and although their branching antlers
could scarcely be detected-from the shadowy ramifications of
the wood itself, they eseaped not his practised ken.

“How often,” murmured Luke, ¢in years gone by, have I
traversed these moonlit glades, and wandered amidst these wood-
lands, on nights heavenly as this—ay, and to some purpose, as
yon thinned herd might testify! Every dingle, every dell,
every rising brow, every bosky vale and shelving covert, have
been as familiar to my track as to that of the fleetest and freest
of their number: scarce a tree amidst the thickest of yon out-
stretching forest, with which I cannot claim acquaintance: ’tis
long since I have seen them.—By heavens! ’tis beautiful!— -
and it is all my own—my own!

¢ Can I forget that it was here I first emancipated m{self
from thraldom? Can I forget the boundless feeling of delight
that danced within my veins when I first threw off the yoke of
servitude, and roved unshackled, unrestrained, amidst these
woods 1—The wild intoxicating bliss still tingles to my heart.
Aad they are all my own—my own! Softly, what have we
there 1" ’

Luke’s attention was arrested by an object which could no
fail to interest him, sportsman as he was : a snorting bray was
heard, and a lordly stag stalked slowly and majestically from
out the copse. Luke watched the actions of the noble animal
with great interest, drawing back into the shade; a hundred
yards or thereabouts might be between him and the buck—it
was within range of ball—Luke mechanically grasped his gun;
yet his hand had scarcely raised the piece half way to his shoul-
der, when he dropped it again to its rest.

¢ What am 1 agout to do?” he exclaimed. ¢ Why, for mere

time, should I take away yon noble creature’s life, when
is carcass would be utterly useless to me? Yet such is the
force of habit, that I can scarce resist the impulse that tempted
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me to fire ; and I have known the time, and that not long since,
when I should scarce have shown so much self-control.”

Unconscious of the danger it had escaped the animal moved .
forward with the same stately st:g; suddenly it stopped, with
ears rricked, a8 if some sound had smote them. At tﬁat instant
the click of a gun-lockf{was heard, at a little distance to the
right of Luke—it had missed fire ; an instantaneous report from
another gun succeeded—and, with a bound high in air, the
buck fell upon his back, struggling in the agonies of death.
Luke had at once divined the cause; he was aware that poach-
ers were at hand. He fancied that he knew the parties; nor
was he deceived in his conjecture. Two figurés issued in- .
stantly from a covert on the right, and making to the spot, the
first who reached it, put an end to the animal’s struggles by
plunging a knife into its throat. The affrighted herd took to
their heels, and were seen darting swiftly down the Chase.
Luke, meantime, had recognized the voices of the men, and
considered within himself whether he should make known his
vitinity to them or not. He felt half inclined to resemt the
deed of slaughter he had witnessed, as an insult to himself, and
to treat his companions, for such they were, as aggressors of
his own imaginary rights. At first, he resolved to rush upon
them, and compel a relinquishment of their prey: but a mo-

.ment’s reflection convinceg him of the futility, as well as risk
of such a proceeding, and resolving to abide their departure
where he was, he kept a watchful eye upon their movements.

Compressing one knee forcibly on the still throbbing heart of
his victim, wi&: the reeking knife between his teeth, one of the
twain was occupied in feeling for the deer’s fat, when he was
approached by the other, who pointed in the direction of the
house. The former raised himself from his kneeling postare,
and both appeared to listen attentively. Luke fancied he heard
a slight sound in the distance; whatever the noise proceeded
from, it was evident the deer stealers were alarmed—they laid
hold of the buck, and, dragging it along, concealed the carcase
amongst the tall fern ; they then retreated, halting foran instant
to deliberate, within a few iards of Luke, who was concealed
from their view by the trunk of the tree, behind which he had
ensconced his person. They were so near that he lost not a
word of their muttered conference.

“The game’s spoiled, this time, Rob Rust, any how,”
growled one, in an angry.tone; ¢the hawks are upon us, and
we must inizzle, and Eo:we the fallen bird to take care of itself.
Caurse him; who'd a’thought of Hugh Badger’s putting his
queer gamms in motion to-night? Curse him, though the.tatler
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be up, and blinking like a glim, T did think he’d have kept

.quiet house to-night, if only for decency’s sake; but there’s

:o th?’ught of the old squire’s finny* running in his addled
ead. .

s ] geo 'em,” returned the other, ¢ thanks to old Oliver—
there they are—two—three—and a muzzled bouser,} too.
There's Hugh.at the head of ’em—shall we stand, and show
fight 1—I have half a mind for it.”

¢ No, no,” replied the first speaker, ¢ that will never do, Rab
—wh%run the risk of being grab’d for a bit of venison? Had
Luke Bradley been with us, indeed, it might have been another
guess business ; but he’s with that old resurrection cove, his

d-dad, in the church—I saw ’em going there myself. Be-
sldes we've that to do at the hall, that may make men of us for
the rest of our nat’ral lives. It won’t do to be grabbed in the
nick of it—so let’s be off, and make for our prancers, in the
lane—keep in the munge} as much as you can.” - And away
they scampered down the hill-side. i

¢ 8hall I follow,” thought Luke, * and run the risk of fallin,
Into the keeper’s hand, just at this crisis, too? No—but if
am found here, I shall i)e taken for one of the gang. Seme-
thh(;g mast be done—ha! devil take them, here they are, il-
ready.

F:ﬂher time was not allowed him for reflection—a hoarse
baying was heard, followed by a loud cry from the keepers.
The dgog had scented out the game: and, as secrecy was no
longer necessary, his muzzle had been removed. To rush forth
now were certain betrayal ; to remain was almost equally cer-
tain detection ; and, doubting whether he should obtain cre-
dence from the keepers, if he delivered himself over in thit

rb, and armed, he at once rejected the idea. Just then it

ashed across his recollection that his gun had. remaired un-
loaded, and he applied himself eagerly to repair this negligence,
when he heard the dog in full ery, making swiftly in his
direction. He threw himself upon the ground, where the férn
was thickest ; but this seemed insufficiert to baffle the sagacity
of the hound—he had got his scent, and was baying close at
hand. The keepers were drawing nigh—Luke gave himself
up for lost. The dog, however, stopped where the two poachers
hud halted, and was there completely at fault: snuffing the
ground, he bayed, wheeled round, and then set off, with re-
newed: barking, upon their track. Hugh Badger and his com-

* Funeral. + Dog. t Darkness.
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rades loitered an instant at the same place, looked warily round,
and then, as Luke conjectured, followed in the hound’s track.
Swift as thought, Luke leapt on his feet, and without even .
pausing to ascertain which route the keepers had taken, started
at fall speed, shaping his course in a cross line for the lane,
and keeKing as much as possible under cover of the trees. Rapid
as was his flight, it was not_without a witness: one of the
keeper’s assistants, who had lagged behind, gave the view
holloa in a loud voice. Luke pressed forward with redoubled
ener%y, endeavouring to gain the shelter of the plantation, and
this he could readily have accomplished, had no impediment
been in his way ; but his rage and vexation were boundless,
when he heard the keeper’s cry echoed by shouts immhediately
below him, and the tongue of the hound resounding in the
hollow. He turned sharp round, steering a middle course, and
still aiming at the fence. It was evident, from the cheers of
his pursuers, that he was in fall view, and he heard them en-
couraging and directing the hound. .

Luke had gained the park pailings, along which he rushed,
in the vain quest of some practicable point of egress, for the.
fence was higher in this part of the park than in the other parts, -

. owing to the ine%qality of the ground. He had cast away his
gun as useless; but even without that incumbrance, he dared
not hazard the delay of climbing the palings. At this junctare
a deep breathing was heard close behind him—he threw a

ance over his shoulder—within a few yards was a ferocious

loodhound, with whose sav: pnature Luke was well ac-
quainted ; the breed, some of which he had already seen,
having been maintained at the hall ever since the days of Sir
Ranulph. The eyes of the hcund were glaring, blood-red—his
tongue hanging out, and a row of keen white fangs displayed,
like the teeth of a shark.. . There was 4 growl—a leap—and the
hound was close upon him. .

Luke’s courage was undoubted ; but’ his heart failed him as
he heard the bark of the remorseless brute, and felt that he
could not avoid an encounter with him. His resolution was

~instantly taken : he stopped short, with such suddenness, that
the dog, then in the act of springing, flew past him with great
violence, and the time, momentary as it was, occupied by the
animal in recovering itself, enabled Luke to drop on hi% knee,
and to place one arm, like a buckler, before his face, while he
held the other in readiness to grapple his adversary. Uttering
a fierce yell, the hound returned to the charge, darting at Luke, °
who received the assault without flinching; and in spite of a
severe laceration of the arm, he seized the animal by the threas,
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snd hurling it upon the groand, jumped with all his force upon
its stomach. A yell of y, and the contest was ended, and
Luke at libe:? to pursue his flight anmolested.

Brief as had been the interval required for this combat, it had
been sufficient to bring the pursuers within sight of their victim.

Hugh Badger, who from the uplands had witnessed the fate

of his favourite, with a loud oath discharged the contents of his
at the head of its destroyer. Fortunate was it for Luke,
hat at that instant he stumbled over the root of a tree—the shot
rattled in the leaves as he fell, and the keeper, concluding that
he had st least winged his game, descended more leisurely to-
wards-him. As he lay upon the ground, Luke felt that he was
wounded ; whether by the bite of the dog, from a stray shot,
or from bruises inflicted by the fall, he could not determine ;
but, smarting with pain, he resolved to wreak his vengeance
upon the first person who a‘»pronched him. He vowed not to
be taken with life—to strangle any who should lay hands upon
him. At that moment he felt a pressure at his breast—it was
the dead hand of his mother.

Luke shuddered. His wrath was curbed—the fire of reven,
quenched. He mentally cancelled his rash oath ; yet he could
not brin%himself to surrender at discretion, and without further
effort. 'The keeper and his assistants were approaching the
spot where he lay, and searching for his body— ugh Badger
was foremost, and within a yard of him. ¢ Curse him,” cried
Hugh, ¢the rascal’s not half killed, he seems to breathe.”
The words were scarcely out of his'mouth ere the speaker was
dashed backwards, and lay sprawling upon the sod. Sudden]
and unexpectedly, as an Indian chief might rush upon his
foes, arose Luke, propelling himself with tremendous impetus
against Hugh, who happened to stand in his way, and before
the startled assistants, who were either too much taken by sur-

rise, or unwilling to draw a trigger, could in any way lay

. hands upon him, exerting all the remarkable activity which he

possessed, he caught hold of a projecting branch of a tree, and
swang himself, at a single bound, fairly over the paling.

Stout Hugh Badger was shortly on his legs, swearing
lustily at his defeat. Directing his men to skirt alongside the
fence, and make for a particular part of the plantation which he
named, and snatching a loaded fowling-piece from one of them,
he clambered over the pales, and guided by the crashing
branchee, and other saunds conveyed ta his quick ear, he was
speedily upon Luke’s track. :

The ‘plantation through which the chase was now carried,
was not, as might be supposed, a continuation of the ring fence



which Luke had originally crossed, on his entrance into the
park, though' guided by the same line of palipg, but, in reality,
8 close pheasant preserve, occupying tﬂe 'fanks of a ravine,
which,.after a deep and tortuous course, terminated in the de-
clivity heretofore described as forming the park ‘boundary.
Luke planged into the heart of this defile, fighting his way
downwards, in the direction of the brook. His progress was
impeded by a thick undergrowth of briar, and other matted
vegetation, as well as by the entanglements thrown in his way
bly the taller bushes of thorn, and hazel, the entwined and
elastic branches of which, in their recoil, galled and fretted
him, by inflicting frequent smart blows on his face and hands.
This was a hm'fship he usually little regarded ; but, upon the
present occasion, it had the effect, by irritating his temper; of
increasing the thirst of vengeance raging in his bosom. ~*

Throufh the depths of the ravine weﬁed the shallow stream
before alluded to, and Hugh Badger had no sooner reached its
sedgy margin than he lost all trace of the fugitive. Helooked
cautiously round, listened iniently, and inclined his ear to
catch the faintest echo; but all was still, not a branch shook,
not a leaf rustled. Hugh was aghast. He had made sure of
getting a elimpse, and, perhaps, a stray shot, at the “poach-
ing rascal,” as he termed him, ¢in the open space, which he
was sure the fellow was aiming to reach; and now, all at
once, he had disappeared, like a will-o’-the-wisp or a boggart
of the clough.” However, he could not be far off, and he en-
deavoured to obtain some clew to guide him in his quest. He
was not long in detecting recent marks deeply indented in the
mud on the opposite bank. Hugh leapt hither incontinently.
Farther on, some rushes were trodden down, and there were
other indications of the course the fugitive had taken.

s« Hark forward !’ shouted Hugh, in the joy of his heart, at
this discovery; and, like a well-trained dog, he followed up,
with prompt alacrity, the scent he had opened. The brook
presented still fewer impediments to expedition than the thick
copse, and the keeper pursued the gyrations of the petty cur-
rent, occasionally splashing into the stream. Here and there
was an appearance on the sod that satisfied him that he was in’
the right way. At length he became aware, from the crumbligg
soil, that the object of his pursuit had scaled the bank, and ?10
forthwith moderated his career. Halting, he perceived what
he took to be a face peeping at him from behind a knot of alders
that overhung, half way up the steep and shelving bank imme-
diately above him. His gun was instantly at his shoulder,
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¢“Come down, you infernal deer-stealing scoundrel,” cried
Hwh' s or I'll blow you to shivers.”

0 answer was returned : :‘xgostulation was vain ;, and fear-
ful of placing himself at a disadvantage if he attempted to scale
the bank, Hugh fired without further parley. The sharp dis-
charge rolled in echoes down the ravine, and a pheasant, scared
at tho sound, answered the challenge from a neighbouring tree.
Hugh wasean unerring marksman, and on this occasion his aim
had been steadily taken. ' The resnlt was not g)recisely such as
ho had anticipated. A fur cap, shaken by the shot from the
bough whereon it hung, came rolling down the bank, proclaim-
ing the ruse that had been practised upon the keeper. Little
time was allowed him for reflection ; before he could reload, he
felt himaelf collared by the iron arm of Luke.

The keeper wa's & man of great personal strength—square-set,
handy-legged, with a prodigious width of chest, and vast volume
of musocular power; and energetic as was Luke’s assault, he
maintained his ground withqut flinching. The struggle was
desperate. Luke was of slighter proportion, though exceeding
the keoper, in stature, by the head and shoulders. 'This supe-
riority availed him little; it was rather a disadvantage in the
confliot that ensued. The gripe he fastened upon Hugh’s throat
was like that of a clenched vice; but he might as well have
compressed the neck of a bull, as that of the stalwart keeper.
Defending himself with his hobnail boots, with which he inflict-
ed several severe blows on Luke’s shins, and struggling vehe-
mently, Hugh succeeded in extricating himself from his throt-
tling grasp ; he then closed with his foe, and they were locked
together like intertwining snakes, In the manner of bears at

lay, they hugged each other, strainiug and tugging, and prac-
ﬁsln every sfeight and stratagem coming within the scope of
foet, knees, and thighs—now tripping, now jerking, now ad-
vancing, now retreating ; but all with doubtful result. Vietory,
at length, seemed to declare itself'in favour of the sturdy keep-
er. Aware of his opponent’s strength, it was<Luke’s chief en-
deavour to keep his lower limbs disengaged, and to trust more
toskill than to force for ultimate success. To prevent this was
the keeper’s object: he guarded himself against every feint, and
ultimately succeeded in firmly grappling his agile assailant.
Luke’s spine was almost cracked in twain b{_th,e shock, when
suddeply he gave way, and, without losing his balance, drew
his adversary forward, at the same instant kicking the keeper’s
right leg from under him, and dashing him backwards. With
a crash like that of an uprooted oak, Hugh tumbled, with hi

foe upon him, into the bed of the rivulet. .

~
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. Not a word had been spoken during the conflict. A convul-
sive groan borst from nﬁ’s hardy breast, enforced by the
wgig ty body above him. is hand sought his girdle, but in
vain ;-his knife was gone. Gazing upwards, his daneing vision
encountered the glimmer of the glaﬁe—the knife had dropped
from its case in the fall—Luke brandished it before his eyes.

% Villain ! gaared Hugh, ineffectunlly struggling to free
himself, ¢ you will not murder me1” d his efforts were
desperate. T

¢ No,” answered Luke, flinging the uplifted weapon into the
brook ; ¢ I will not doAat, though thou hast twice aimed at m
life to-night; but I will silence thee, at all events—.” An
with that he dealt the keeper a blow on the head that terminated
all further resistanee on his gan Leaving the inert mass to

-choke up the current, with whose waters the blood, oozing from
the wound, began to commingle, Luke prepared to deinn.

His perils were not yet past. Guided by the firing, the report
of which alarmed them, the keeper’s assistants hastened in the
direction whence they imagined the sound proceeded, present-
ing themselves directly in the path Luke was about to take.
He had either to retrace his steps, or face a double enemy. His
election was made at once. He turned and fled. :

For an instant the men tarried with theirbleedin% companion
—they d him from the brook—then, with loud oaths,
followed in hot pursuit.

Threading fora second time the bosky labyrinth, Luke souﬁn
the source of the stream. This was precisely the course his
enemies would. have selected for him; and when they beheld
himdtake it, they felt confident of his capture. On—on—they
sped. :

Pe'l‘he sides of the hollow became mere and more abrupt as
they advanced, though less covered with btushwood. The fu-
gitive made no attempt to climb%he bauk, but still prest for-
ward. The road was tortnous, and wound round a jutting peint
of rock. Now he was a fair mark—no, he had swept swiftly
by, and was out of sight, before a gun could be raised. ~ They

the same point—he was uﬁ? before them-—but his race
was nearly run. p slippery rocks, shelving down to the
edges of a small but deep pool of water, the source of the
stream, formed an apparently insurmoduntable barrier in that di-
rectioi. Rooted (heaven knows how ?) in some reft or fissare
of the roek, grew a wild ash, throwing out a few boughs ever
the solitary pool ; this is all the suppidrt Luke can hope for, .
should he attempt to seale the rock. e rock was sheer—the
pool was deep—yet still he hurried on. He reached the muddy

. Ll
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embankment—he mounted its sides—he seemed to hesitate.
The keepers were now within a hundred yards—both s
were discharged—and sudden as the reports, with a dead,
-{luhless plunge, like a diving otter, the fugitive dropped into
the water.

The Euuuors were at the brink. They gazedat the pasl. A
few bubbles floated upon its surface, and burst. - The -water
was slightly discoloured with sand. No ruddier stain crimson-
ed the tide—no figure rested on the naked rock—no hand clung
to the motionless tree.

“ Devil take the rascal,’” growled one; ¢ I hope he harnt
escaped us, after all.”

¢ No—no, he’s fast enoug , never fear,” rejoined the other;
¢ gticking like an eel at the bottom o’ the pond; and damn
him he deserves it, for he’s slipp’d out of our fingers eelfashion,
often enough, to-night. But come, we’ll drag for the body in
the morning. Let’s be moving, and give poor Hugh Badger a
helping hand. A pretty business he have made of it, to be
sure. Come along.” : :

Whereupon they returned to the assistance of the wounded
and discomfited keeper.

CHAPTER 1IV.

I am right against my Houso—Seat of my Ancestors !
~Yongsmiee TracEDY.

Wk shall now conduct our readers to the seat of the family,
so frequently alluded to in the preceding chapters.

Rookwood Place, was a fine, old, irregular pile, of conside-
rable size, gresenting a rich, picturesque outline, with its innu-
merable gable ends, fantastical coigns, and tall crest of twisted
chimneys. There was no uniformity of style about the build-
. ing, yet the general effect was pleasing and beautiful; its very

irregularity constituted its chief charm. Nothing but conve-
nience had been consulted in its construction ; additions had
from time to time been made to it, but everything had dropped
-into its proper place, and, without apparent effort or design,
. had grown into an ornament, heightening the beauty of the
*whole. It was, in short, one of those glorious manorial houses,

.
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that, like realized visions of Eld, sometimes unexpectedly
t us in our wanderings, and gladder us as to the discovery
of a hidden treasure. Some such ancestral halLShough not pre-
cisely of the same character) have we accidentally encountered ‘
in unlooked-for quarters in our native county of Lancaster, or
in its smiling sister shire, and never without feelings of intense
delight, rejoicing to hehold the freshness of its antiquity, and
the greenness of its old age; for be it ebserved, in passing,
that a Cheshire/or Lancashire Hall, time-honouréd thoagh it be,
with its often-renovated black-and-white squares, fancifullty -
filled up with trefoils and quatrefoils, rosettes, and other figures,
seems to bear its years so lightly, that its age, so far from de-
tracting from - its beauty, only lends it a grace; and the same
mansion, to all outward appearance, fresh and perfect as it éx-
isted in the days of Elizabeth, may be seen in admirable pre-
servation in the days of William our Liege. ,

The mansion was originally built by Sir Ranulph de Roke-
wood, the first of the name, a stout Yorkist, who flourished in
the reign of Edward the Fourth, and received the fair domain.
and broad lands upon which the edifice was raised, at the

-hands of his sovereign,.in reward for goocd service, retiring

thither in the decline of life, at the close of the wars of the
Roses, to sequestrate himself from scenes of strife, and to con-
gult his spiritual weal in the erectiod and endowment of the
neighbouring church. It was of mixed architecture, and com-
bined many of the peculiarities of each era. ‘Retaining some
of the sterner features of earlier days, the period ere yet the
embattled manor-house peculiar to the reigns of the later Hen-
ries had been meried in the graceful and peaceable Hall, the
residence of the Rookwoods had early anticipated the gentler
charaeteristics of a later day, though it could boast little of that
exuberance of external ornament, that luxuriance of design,
and prodigality of beauty, which, under the sway of the Virgin
Queen, distinguished the residence of the wealthier English
landowner, and rendered the Hall of Elizabeth, properly so
called, the pride and boast of our Domestic Architecture.

The site which Sir Ranulph had selected for his habitation,
had been already occupied by a vast fabric of oak, which he in
part removed, though some vestiges might still be traced of
that ancient structure. A massive pile succeeded, with gate
and tower, courtand moat complete, stable enoui , one wow!d
have thought, to have endured for centuries; but even this
substantial change grew into disuse, and Sir Ranulph’s suc-
cessors, remodelling, repairing, almost rebuilding the whole
mansion, in the end 8o metamorphosed its aspect, that at last



“ -
little of its-original and distinctive character remained. Still,
as we said before, it was a fine, old house, though some cmu
had taken place for the worse, which could not be ily

omed by the eye of taste: as, for instance, the deep em-
ayed windows, had sank into modernized casements, of lighter
construction ; the wide porch, with its flight of steps leadin,
to the great hall of entrance, had yielded to a narrow door; an
the broad, quadrangular court was occupied by a gravel drive.
Yet, despite of all these mutations, the house of the Rookwoods,
for an old house (and, after all, whatis like a-good, old house !{
was no undeairable, or urcongenial abode for any worshipfu!
country gentleman ¢ that hath a t estate.”

The Hall was situated near the base of a gently declining
hill, terminating a noble avenue of limes, and ally embo-
somed in a'immemorial wood of that same timber, which had
-given its name to the family that dwelt among its rook-peopled
shades. Descending the avenue at the point of access afforded
by a road that wound down the hill-side, towards a village
distant about half a mile, as l{on advanced, the eye was first
arrested by a singular octagonal turret of brick, of more recent
origin than the house, though in all probability occup%ing
the place where the bartizan’d gateway stood of yors. This
tower rose to a height corresponding with the roof of the man-
sion, and was embellished on the side facing the house, with a
flamingly gilt time-piece, peering, like an impudent observer,
at all that passed witgrin doors ; two apartments, which it con-
tained, were appropriated to the house-porter. Despoiled of
its martial honours, the gateway still displayed the achieve-
ments of the family, carved in granite, which had resisted the
storms of two centuries, though -stained green with moss, and
mapped over with lichens. Fo the left, overgrown with ivy,
and peeping from out a taft of trees, app the summit of
the dovecot, indicating the near neighbourhood of an gncient
barn, contemporary with the earliest dwelling-house, and of a
little world of offices and out-buildings, that lay buried in the
thickness of the foliage. To the right was the garden—the
pleasaunce of the place—formal, 18e, old fashioned, artifi-
cial, yet exquisite !—(for commend us to the by-gone, beautiful,
English garden—n_aSly a garden—not that mixture of park,
" meadow, and wilderness,* brought up to one’s very windows

* Pagno Knight, the scourge of Repton and his school, speaking
of the h‘{wnce indulged in by the modern landscape gardeners, thus
vents his indignation :
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~which, since the days of the innovators, Kent, and his ¢ bold
associates,” Capability Brown and Co., has attained so lirgele{)
~this was a garden! There might have been séen the statély
tdrraces, such as Watteau, and our own Wilson, in his earlier .
works, painted—the trim alleys, exhibiting all the triumphs
of Topiarian art—
Al
The sidelong walls, .
- Of shaven yew ; the holly’s prickly arms,
Trimm'd into high'arcacin; the tonsile box,
‘Wove in mosaic mode of many a curl,
" Around the figured carpet of the lawn.*

the gayest of parterres and greenest of lawns, with its admoni-
toty sun-dial, its marble basin in the centre, its fountain and
conched water-god—the quaint summer-house, surmounted
with its gilt vane—the statue, glimmering from out its covert
of leaves—the cool cascade—the urns—the bowers—and a
hundred luxuries beside, suggested and contrived by Art to
render Nature most enjoyable, and to enhance the recreative
delights of home-out-of-doors (for such a garden should be),
with least sacrifice of in-door comfort and convenience.

When Epicurus to the world had ht,
That pleasure was the chiefest HE
(And was perhaps i’ th’ right, xg rightly understood)
His life he to his doctrines brought—
And in his garden’s shade that sovereign pleasure sought.t

All these delighta might once have been enjoyed ; but at
the time of which we write, this fair garden was for the most

¢« But here, once more, ye rural muses- weep
- The ivy'd balustrade, and terrace steep—
Walls—mellowed into harmony by time
On which fantastic creepers used to climb
While statues, labyrinths, and alleys pent,
Within their bounds, at least were innocent !
Our modern taste, alas ! no limit knows ;
O'er hill, o'er dale, through wood and field it flows ;
Spreading o’er all its unprolific spawn,
never-ending sheets of vapid lawn.”
The Landscape, a didactic Poem, addressed
. to Uvedale Price, Esq.

* Mason's English Garden. : t Cowley.
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a waste. Ill kept, neglected, unregarded, the gay parterres
m disfigured withp woos grew on the gravel walk
~several of the urns were overthrown—the hour upon the dial
was untold——the fountain choked up, and the smooth shaven
lawn only rescéued, it would seem, from the general fate, that it
might answer the purpose of a bowlin , as the imple-
ments of that game, scattered about, plainly testified.

Diverging from the garden to the house, we have before re-
marked that the more ancient characteristic features of the

lace had been for the most part obliterated and destroy2d,
a8 by the hand-of time than to suit the tastes of different pro-
prictors; this, however, was not so observable in the eastern
wing, whioh overlooked the garden. Here might be discerned
many indications of its antiquity. The strength and solidity of
the walls, which had not been, as elsewhere, masked with
brick work—the low Tudor arches-—the mullioned bars of the
windows—all attested its age. - Within, this wing was occu-
pled by an upper and lower gallery, communicating with suites
of chambers, for the most part deserted, excepting one or two,
which were used as dormitories, and another little room on the
ground-floor, with an oriel window opening upon the Jawn, and
commanding the prospeot beyond—a -favourite resort for' the
matutine rofection of the late Sir Piers; the interior was
ourious for its ceiling, moulded in plaster, with the arms and
slliances of the Rookwoods. In the centre was the -ro
blazon of Elizabeth, who had once honoured the hall with a
visit during a progress.

T'o return, for a moment, to the garden, which we linger
about as a bee round a flower :—below the lawn there was an-
other terrace, edged by a low_balustrade of stone, which com-
manded a lovely view of park, water, and woodland—high
hanging woods in the foreground, and an. extensive sweep of
flat champaign country, stretching out to meet a line of blue,
hazy hills that bounded the distant horizon.

rom the house to its inhabitants, the transition is natural.
Besides the connection between them, there were many points
of resemblance—many family features in common—the same
original grandeur, the same character of romance, the same
fanciful display. Nor were the secret passages, peculiar to
the one, wanting to the history of the other: both had their-
raysteries. One blot there was in the otherwise proud es-
cutcheon of the Rookwoods, that dimmed its splendour, and
made pale its pretensions: their sun was eclipsed in blood
from its rising to its meridian; and so it seemed would
be its setting. This foul reproach attached to all the race;
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~—none eseaped it. Traditional ramours were handed down
from father to son, throughout the county, and, like all
other rumours, had taken to themselves wings, and flown
abroad : their crimes became & by-word. How was'it they
escaped punishment? How came they to evade the hand -
of justice?! Proof was ever wanting—justice ever baffled.
They were a stern and stiff-necked people, of indomitable pride
and unconquerable resolution, with, for the most part, force of
character sufficient to enable them to breast difficulties and
dangers that would have overwhelmed ordinary indiziduals.
No quality is so advantageouns to its possessor as firmness—
evembsmcle will yield to it, and the determined energy of
the kwoods bore them harmless through a sea of troubles;
besides, they had taken their measures properly. They were
wealthy ; lavish even to profusion—and gold will do much if
skilfully administered; yet, despite of all this, a dark, omi-
nous cloud settled over their house, and men wondered when
the vengeance of Heaven, 8o long delayed, would fall and con-
sume it. .

Possessed of considerable landed property, once extendin
over nearly half a county, the family increased in power nnﬁ
importance for an untaterrapted series of years, until the out-
break of that intestine diemord which ended in the Civil Wars,
when the espousal of the royalist party, with sword and sub-
stance, by Sir Ralph Rookwood, the then lord of the mansion
(a dissolute, depraved persanage, who, however, had been made

-a Knight of the Bath at the coronation of Charles I.) ended in
his own destruction at Naseby, and the wreck of much of his
property ; a loss, which the gratitude of Charles II., on his
restoration, did not fail to make good to Sir Ralph’s youthful
heir.

Sir Ralph Rookwood left two sons, Reginald and Alan. The
fate of the latter, and the younger, was buried in obseurity. It
was even a gecret to his family. He was, it was said, a youth
of rauch promise, and of gentle roanners, who, having made an
imprudent match, had, from jealousy, or.some other cause, de-
serted his wife and fled his country. This was all that was
known of Alan Rookwood. ) .

The yonlag Sir Reginald had attended Charles in the charac-
ter of p uring his exile, and if he could not requite the de-
votion of the son by absolutely reinstating the fallen fortunes of
-the father, the Monarch conld at least accord him the fostering
influence of hie favour and countenance, and bestow upon him
certain lucrative situations in his household, as an earnest of
his good-will; and thus much he did. Remarkable for his

.
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personal attractions in youth, it is not to be wondered at that we
should find the name of Reginald Rookwood recorded in the
" scandalous chronicles of the day, as belonging to a cavalier of
infinite address and discretion, matchless wit and marvellous
pleasantry, and eminent beyond his peers for his successes with
some of the most distinguished uties that graced that:
voluptuous court.

A career of elegant dissipation ended in matrimony. His
first match was unpropitious. Foiled in his attempts upon the
chastity of a lady of great beauty and high honour, he was
rash enough to marry her: rash enough, we say, for from that
fatal hour all became as darkness; the curtain fell upon the
comedy of his life, to rise to ic horrors. When passion
subsided, repentance awoke, and he became anxious for deli-
vérance from the yoke he had so heedlessly itnposed on himself’
and on his unfortunate lady. Her’s was a wretched life of
sufferance-from domestic tyranny and oppression ; but it was
brief; and if her sorrows were manifold, they were not of long
endurance.

The hapless lady of Sir Reginald wes a fair and fragile crea-
ture, floating in the eddying current of existence, and hurried to
destruction as the summer gossamer is swept away by the rude
breezt; and lost for ever. So beautiful, so gentle was she,
that i

Sorrow had not made
Sorrow more beautiful that beauty’s self,

it would have been difficult to say whether the charm of soft-
ness, and sweetness, was more to be admired than her faultless
ersonal attractions ; but when a tinge of sorrow came sadden-
ing and shading the once smooth and .smiling brow—when
tears dimmed the blue beauty of those deep and tender eyes—
when hot, hectic flushes supplied the place of healthful bloom,
and despair took possession of her heart, then was it seen
what was the charm of Lady Rookwood, if charm that could be
called, which was a saddening sight to see, and melted the be-
holder’s soul within him ; and all acknowledged, that exquisite
as she had been before, the sad, sweet lady, was now more ex-
quisite still. v
Seven moons had waned and flown—seven bitter, tearful
moons—and each day Lady Rookwood’s situation claimed more
soothing attention at the hand of her lord. She had it not..
Fascinating as sin was Sir Reginald, if it pleased him ; rathless
as the striped tiger, if not in the mood to restrgjn himself,
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About thjs time his wife’s brother, whom he hated, returned
from the Dutch wars. Struck with his sister’s altered appear-
ance, he readily divined the cadse: indeed, all tongues were
eager to proclaim it to him. Passionately attached to her,
Lionel Vavasour implored an explanation of the cause of his
sister’s griefs. The bewildered lady answered evasivel y, at-
tributing her wo-begone looks to any other cause than her hus-
band’s cruelty, and pressing her brother, as he valued her peace,
her affection, never to allude to the subject again. The fiery
youth departed; he next sought out his brother-in-law, and
taxed him sharply with his inhumanity, adding threats to his
upbraidings. Sir Reginald listened silently and calmly. When
the other.had finished, with a sarcastic obeisance, he replied,
*¢ 8ir, I am much beholden for the trouble you have taken in
{our sister’s behalf; but when she entrusted herself to my
] eeping, she relinquished, I conceive, all claim on your guar-
dianship: however, I thank you in her name, for the trouble
you have taken, but for your own sake, I would venture, as a
friend, to caution you against a repetition of interference like the
present.” .
¢Interference! Sir Reginald #’ ’
¢ Interference, Sir, was my word; unwarrantable imperti-
nence were perhaps the more suitable phrase. I give you your
choice ; but would again renew my caution.”
¢ And 1, Sir, caution you. See that you give heed to my
words, or, by the living God, I will enforce attention to them.”
¢ You will find me, Sir, as prompt at all times to defend my
conduct, as I am unalterable in my purposes. I love your sis-
ter not. ¥ loathe her. She is my wife; what more would you
have? Were she a harlot, you should have her back and wel-
come; but the fool is virtuous. Devise some scheme, and take
her with you hence—so you rid me of her, I am content.”
< Sir Reginald, you are a villain.”
¢ Go on. . ’
¢ A ruffian.” -
¢ Proceed, I pray you.” B
¢ A dastard! will nothing rouse you?” and Vavasour spat
upon his brother’s cheek: .
Sir Reginald’s eyes blazed. His sword started from its
scabbard.” ¢ Defend yourself,”” he exclaimed, fariously attack-
<ing Vavasour. Pass after pass was exchanged ; fierce thrusts
made and parried; feint and appeal, the most desperate and
dexterous resorted to; their swords glanced like lightning
flashes; till in the struggle the blades became entangled. Thgre
was a moment's cessation; each glanced at the other with
deadly inextinguishable hate. Both were admirable masters of
defence ; both so brimfal of wrath as to be regardless of con-
uences. They tore back their weapons. Vavasour’s blade
shivered. He was at the mercg of his adversary—an adversary
VOL. I
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who knew no mercy. Sir Reginald’s rapier was instanly
passed through his body, the hilt striking against his ribs. .

Sir Reginald’s ire was kindled, not extinguished, Iﬁ the deed
he had done; like the tiger, he had tasted blood. He sought
his home. He was greeted by his wife. Terrified by his
looks, she yet summoned courage sufficient to agproach.hlm. :
" She embraced his arm—she clasped his hand. Sir Reginald
smiled. It was ocutting as his dagger’s edge. .

-¢ What ails you, sweetheart 1’ he said.

¢I know not, your smiles frighten me.”

« My smiles frighten you—fool! be thankful that I frown
not.” .
“Oh! do not frown. Be gentle, my Reginald, as you were
when first I knew you. Smile not so sternly, but as you did
then, that I may, for one instant, dream you love me, as you
swore you did.” - )

¢ Dream that I love you!”

¢ Ay, dream, my Reginald; it is no lon§r a reality. I feel
your love is gone—that I have lost ut oh! let me not
think you are utter insensible to me. Smile! smile! if but for
a moment.”

¢ Silly wench! There I do smile.”

¢ That smile chills me—freezes me. Oh Reginald! could
you but know what I have endured this morning on your ac-
" count. My brother Lionel has been here.”

¢ Well 1

“ Nay, look not so. He insisted on knowing the reason of
my altered appearance.” :

¢ And no doubt you made him acquainted with the cause.
You told him your version of the story.”

“ Not a word, as I hope to live.”

¢ A lie.” - ’

& B{ my truth, no.”
¢ A lie, I say; he vouched it to me himself.”

“Jmpossible! He could not.”

¢*Tis a tale he will not repeat.”

¢t Not repeat? He would not, I am sure, give utterance to
any scandal. You do but try me. Reginald, I never saw you
thus—never before. Ha! what is this? Your hand is bloody.
As you hope for heaven’s mercy, speak, I implore you. . You
have not harmed him? He is well. He is well. Whose
blood is this?” .

¢« He spat upon my cheek—1I have washed out the stain—"-

¢ Then it s his,” shrieked Lady Rookwood, ressing her
hands shudderingly before her eyes. ¢ Is he dead 1

Sir Reginald turned away,

_* Stay,” cried ‘she, exerting her feeble strength to retain
h‘!m, and becoming white as ashes, ¢ stay, thou thing of bloed !
“"== cruel and perjured one! abide, and hear me. Me thou
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hast killed, I feel, with thy unkindness. 1have striven against
it, but it would not avail. I am sinking fast—dying. I, who
loved thee, only thee ; yea, one beside—my brother, and thou
hast slain A#m. Thy hands are dripping in his blood, and I
kissed them, have clasped them.- And now,” continued she,
with an energy that sEook Sir Reginald, ¢ 1 hate thee—I ab-
hor thee—I remounce thee—for -ever! May my ‘dying words
ring in thine ears on thy death-bed, for that hour will come.
Thou ean’st rot shun ¢kat., Then think of Aim / think of me /

B *¢ Away,” interrupted Sir Reginald, endeavouring to shake

er off.

“I will not away! I will cling to thee.—I will curse thee.
My unborn child shal live to visit my wrongs on thee and thine.

eak as I am, thou shalt not cast me off. - ou shalt learn to
fear even me.” )

¢¢ ] fear nothin living, much less a frantic woman.”

< Fear the dead then. N

¢ Hence! or by the God above us ——"’

¢¢ Never!”

There was a struggle—a blow—and the wretched lady sank,
shrieking, upon the floor. Convulsions seized her; a mother’s
pains succeeded fierce and fast. She spoke no more, but died
within the hour, giving birth to a female child. .

Eleanor Rookwood lived tofulfil her mother’s boding words.
She became her father’s idol—her {X*her’s bane. All the love
ke had to bestow was centred in her ;* she retarned it not. She
fled from his caresses. Inheriting none of her mother’s gen-
tieness, she had all her mother’s %eauty—with all her father’s
pride. His every thought was for his dau%hter—for her ag-
grandizemen 1 in vain. She seemed on y to -endure him,
while his affection waxed stronger, and entwined itself' round
her alone; yet she shrank from his embraces as the shrub from
the killing folds of the parasite plant. She grew towards
womanhood. Suitors thronged around her—gentle and noble
ones. Sir Reginald watched them with a jealous eye. He was ~
wealthy—powerful—high in royal favour;—and could make
his own election—he did eo. For the first time, Eleanor pro-
mised obedience to his wishes. They accorded with her own
humour. The day was appointed—it came—but with it came
not the bride. She had fled, with the humblest and the mean-
est of the pretenders to her hand—with one upon whom Sir

inald supposed she had not deigned to cast her eyes. He
endeavoured to forget her, and to all outward seeming was suc-
céssful to the effort; but he felt that the curse was upon him,
the undying flame scorched his heart. Once and once ‘::?
they met again, in a foreign land, whither she had wandered.
It was a dread encounter—terrible to bothr; but most so to Sir
R?nald. He spoke not of her afterwards.

hortly-after the death of his first wife, Sir Reginald made
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proposals to a dowager of distinction, with a handsome join-
ture, one of his early attachments, and was without scruple ac-
cepted. The power of the family might then be said to have been
at its zenith, and but for certain untoward circumstances, and
the growing influence of his enemies, Sir Reginald would have
been elevated to the peerage. Like most reformed spendthrifts,
he had become proportionately avaricious, and his mind seemed
engrossed in the accumnulation of wealth. In the meantime,
his second wife followed her predecessor, dying, it was said, of
vexation and disappointment.

The propensity to. Eolygamy, always a distinguishing charac-
teristic of the, Rookwoods, largely displayed itself in Sir
Reginald. Another lady followed—equally rich, younger, and
far more beautiful than her immediate predecessor. She was a
prodigious flirt, and soon set her husband at defiance. Sir Re-
ginald did not condescend to expastulate. It was not his
way. He effectually prevented any recurrence. She was re-
moved, and with her expired Sir Reginald’s waning popularity.
So strong was the expression of odium inst ﬁim, that he
thought it_prudent to retire to his mangion in the country, and
there altogether seclude himself. One anomaly in_Sir Regi-
nald’s otherwise utterly selfish character, was uncompromising
devotion to the House of Staart; and shortly after the abdication
of James 1L, he followed that monarch to St. Germain, having -
previously mixed largely in secret political intrigues ; and only
returned from the French Court to lay his bones with those of
his ancestry, in the family vanlt at Rookwood.

Sir Reginald died, leaving three children, a daughter, the
before-mentioned Eleanor (who, entirely discountenanced by the
family, had been seemingly forgotten by all but her father,) and
two sons by his third wife. Reginald, the eldest, whose mili-
tary taste had early procured him the command of a company
of horse, and whose politics did not coalesce with those of his
sire, fell, duripg his father’s lifetime, at Killycrankie, under
the banners of William ; Piers, therefore, the second son, suc-
ceeded to the baronetcy. A very different character, in many
respects, to his father and brother, holding in supreme contempt
courts and- courtiers, party warfare, political intrigue, and all
the subtleties of jesuitical diplomacy ; neither having any inor-
dinate relish for camps and campaigns; he yet displayed in
early life one family -propensity, viz. unremitting devotion to
the sex; and if he rejoiced not in a like uxorial latitude, .yet
were his mistresses numberless. Subsequently he allied him-
self to Mande, only daughter of Sir Thomas D’Aubeney, the last
of a line as proud and intolerant as his own. The tables were
then turned ; Lady Rookwood usur sovereign sway over
her lord, and Sir Piers, a cipher in his own house, scarce mas-
ter of himself, much less of his dame, endured an existence so
*4©-** *~ migerable, that he was often heard to regret, in his
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cups, that he ' had not inherited, with the estate of his fore-
fathers, the family secret of shaking off the matrimonial yoke,
when found to press too hardly. .

At the onset Sir Piers struggled hard to burst his bondage,
bat in vain—he was fast fettered, and only bruised himself
against the bars of his prison-house. Abandoning all further
effort at emancipation, he gave himself up to the usual resource
of a weak mind—ebriety; he drank so.deeply to drown his
cares, that in the end his hale constitution yielded to his ex-
cesses. Sir Piers was a good-humoured man in the main: he had
little of the old Rookwood leaven about him, and had been liked .
by his associates ; bat of late his temper became soured, and
his friends deserted him ; for between his domestic annoyances,
remorseful feelings, and the inroads already made upon his
heslth by constant inebriety, he grew so desperate .and insane
in his revels, and committed such fearful extravagancies, that
even his hoon companions shrank from his orgies. Fearful
were the scenes between him and Lady Rookwood upon these .
occasions—appalling to the witnesses, dreadful to themselves ;
and it was perhaps their frequent recurrence, that, more than
anything else, banished all decent soclet - from Rookwood,

At the time ‘of Sir Piers’ decease, which brings us down to
the date of our story, his sen and successor, Ranulph, was ab-
sent on his travels. Shortly after the completion of his aca-
demical edueation, he had departed to make the tour of the Con-
tinent, and had been absent rather better than a year. He had
quitted his father in displeasure, and was destined never again
o see his face while living. The last intelligénce received
of young Rookwood was from Bourdeaux, whence it was
thought he had departed for the Pyrenees. A special messen-
ger had been despatched in search of him, with tidings of the
melancholy event : but as it was deemed improbable, by Lady
Rookwood, that her son could return within any reasonable
space, -she ordered that the aceomﬂlishment of the lgst tites to -~
be paid to her husband should take place on the night of the
six& day after his decease (for it may be here remarked, that
it was the custom of the Rookwoods ever to inter their dead at -

midnight), entrusting its solemnization entirely to the care of

of one of Sir Piers’ retainers, for which she was greatly scan. -
dalized in the neighbourhood.

A youth of goodly promise was Ranulph Rookwood. The
stock from which he spm%‘wou]d on neither side warrant such
_conclusion, nor hold out hopes of any such fulfilment; yet -
sometimes it happens that from the darkest elements are com-
pouided the brightest and subtlest substances: and so it ap-

ed to be in &ie instance. Fair, frank, and free—generous,
open, unsuspicious—he seemed the very opposite of all his
race—their anta nizin%nprinclple. Capriciously indulgent,
his father had allowed him an:"ple means, neither curbing nor
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restraining his expenditure; acceding at one moment to every
inclination, every project, and the next negativing all. It was
impossible, therefore, for him, in such a state of things, to act
decidedly, without incurring his father’s displeasure ; and even
the only measure he resolved upon, which was to absent him-
self for a time, was conjectured to have brought about the
result he had endeavoured to avoid. Other reasons there were,
which secretly influenced him; which it will be our business
in due time to detail. )

Much of this' might be traced to the policy of Lady Rook-
wood. Of late, whatever plans she had laid out for her son,
had been opposed by Sir Piers, who was resolved to thwart
and gall her in her only apparently sensible part; and hence
the endless bickerings we have noticed. There might be an-
otherlatent motive ; but this, if any such existed, Sir Piers kept
to himself. After his son’s.departure, he supplied him plen-
tifully with money; but it was observed, by those about him,
that he meditated some great change in the distribution of his
propefgg even during his lifetime, when the suddenness of his
removal, by death, prevented the completion of his designs.

The time of the sad ceremonial drew nigh. The hurrying of
the domestics to and fro—the multifarious arrangements for the
night—the distribution of the melancholy trappings, and the
discussion of the concomitant comestibles, furnished abundant
occupation within doors; without, there wag a oonstant and
continual stream of the tenantry, thronging dowa the avenue,
with an occasional horseman, once or twice intercepted by a
large, lumbering carriage, bringing friends of the deccased,
some really anxious to pay the last tribute of regard, but the
majority attracted by the anticipated spectacle of a funeral by
torchlight. There were others, indeed; to whom it was not mat-
ter of chbice ; who were compelled, by a vassal tenure of their
lands, held of the house of Rookwood; to lend a shoulder to the
coffin, amd a hand to the torch, on the burial of its lord. Of
these there was a plentiful muster collected in the hall; they
were to be marshalled by Peter Bradley, who was deemed to
be well skilled in such proceedings. That personage, how-
- e¥er, had not made his appearance, to the great dismay of the
assemblage. Scouts were sent in search of him, but they
returned with the intelligence, that the door of his habitation
was fastened, and its inmate apparently absent ; other tidings
of the truant sexton could not be obtained. .

It was a sultry August evening—no breeze was stirring in
‘the garden—no cool dews refreshed the parched and heated

earth—yet, from the languishinF flowers rich sweets exhaled ;-

the plash of the fountain fell pleasantlyupon the ear, convey-
ing 1n its sound a sense of freshness to the fervid air—while
de:&nmd drowsy murmurs hummed heavily beneath the trees,
m _the twillfht slumberously musical. The westering
sun, which had filled the atmosphere with flame throughout the

—eatielinge
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d:!, was now wildly setting; and, as he sank bebind the
hall, its varied and beautiful tracery became each instant more
t'i:rkly and distinctly defined, as relieved against the burnished

At this juncture a little gate, commaunicating with thé park,
was thrown open, and some one entered the garden, passing
through the shrubbery, and not checking his rapid steps till he
arrived at a vista opening upon the house: there he stopped.
The srot at which he halted, was marked by a little basin,
scantily supplied with water, streaming from a lion’s kingly
. jaws. The stranger threw himself upon an adjoining seat.

is dress was travel-soiled, and dusty, and his whole appear-
ance betokened great exhaustion, from heat and fatigue. As he
threw off his riding-cap, and unclasped his throat cellar, he
displayed a finely turned head and neck, and a countenance
"which, besides its beauty, had that rare nobility of feature,
which seldom indeed falls to the lot of the proudest patrician,
bat it is never seen in one of an inferior order. A restless dis-
quietude of manner showed that he was suffering from over-
excitement of mind, as well as from bodily exertion. His look
was wild and hurried—his waving ringlets were dashed heed-
lessly over a pallid, lofty brow, upon which care was prema-
_ tarely written, while his black melancholy eyes were bent, with
a look almost of agony, upon the house before him.
¢ And it was here,” murmured the youthful stranger, ¢ that
we parted, never again to meet—here he left me in anger and
unkindness—and here, upon this very spot, I tarried till the sun
had gone down upon his wrath, even as it is now going down

upon his grave—and he veturned not! And that farewell—that -

dreadful farewcll, was to be our last! Great God !—had I but
thought it—that I should have departed without his blessing-—
without his forgiveness. But the past is irrevocable. Oh! for
one half hour with him, were it terrible as the night when
but I will net think of tkat. I must believe it now—the dark
dreadful confirmation is there. In yon mansion death stares at
me through every casement—grins at me in my path—iny fa-
ther lies'dead within! If even the dead cannot rest, why need
the living trouble themselves? That twilight sky—yon setting
sun—why do they fill me with forebodings 2—why does the air
seem thick—the trees grow black—the clouds turn crimson ?
*Tis death !—death every where !'—around me—about me—my
existence is poisoned. I have obeyed the call—I am here—
what more remains to do?” .

And, as if struggling against violent.emotions, and some
overwhelming remembrance, the young man arose, and plunged
his hand into the basin, a%p]ying the moist element to his
burning brow. Apparently becoming more calm, he bent his
steps lowards the hall, when two figures, suddenly issuine
from an adjoining walk, arrested his progress : neither sav

[



56

After a brief parley, one of the figures disappeared within the
shrubbery, and the other, confronting the stranger, displayed
the harsh features and gaunt form of- Peter Bradley. Had Pe-
ter encountered his dead master in corporeal presence, he could
not have manifested more surprige than he exhibited for an in-
stant or two, as he shrank back from the path as the stranger
K:?]sed him with a low greeting, taking his way towards the

¢ Wonder npon wonders!” ejaculated the sexton, recovering
speech ; * young Ranulph here !—what could have brought him
hither, now? What but fate? The hour I have so long dreamed
of is fast coming ; but Luke should know this—he may still be
within hearing; I'll try—"" and.he whistled down the shrubbe-
;y—-“ No—he is gone—it would be too much trouble to seek
or him—besides, he must take his chance—I can only help
him so far—Destiny must do the rest. And who shall sa
what his shall be? NotI. I can only speculatd—onl loo[vt
on—only laugh. I know better than to interfere with any
man’s doom, and yet I -should like to see young Ranulph’s
palm. I might give a guess from that, what wonlﬁ be the up-
. shot of this business. It will be a hard game. Ha! ha!
What says the old jingle: .

When the stray Rook shall perch on the topmost bough,
- There shall be clamour and screeching I trow ;

But of right to, and rule of the ancient nest,
. The Rook that with Rook mates shall hold him possest.

which is a riddle I scarce can read, thouf'h I have some guess
of it. Oh! this is beautiful—delightfal! and now for my
merry mourners. They’redrunk I hope by this time—in which
case they’ll do their business so much the better, and not shed
tears out of season.” )

And he crawled, mutteringly, on to the hall,

CHAPTER V.

Onpainofdeubletnommnnmedeathtome.'
It is 2 word most infinitely terrible.—— -
: Tax Warre DeviL.

Ax hour or two prior to the rencontre just descrjbed, in a
small cosy apartment of the hall, nominal{y devoted to justi-

ciary business by its late proprietor, but, in reality, used as a




&7 N

sanctum snuggery, or smoking room, an odd triumvirate were
assembled, fraught with the ulterior viéw of attending the
funeral obsequies of their deceased patron and friend, though
immediatelgwocenpied in the discussion of a stoup of excellent
claret, the bouguet of which perfumed the air like the fragrance
of a bed of violets. S

This little room had been poor Sir Piers’s favourite retreat ;
it was, in fact, the only room in the house that he could call his
own ; and thither would he often, with pipe and punch, beguile
the flagging hours, secure from interruption. A snug, old-
fashioned apartment it was, wainscotted with rich, black oak,

inst which stood a fine old cabinet of the same material, and
a line or two of erazy Wworm-eaten book-shelves, loaded with °
sundry, dusty, unconsulted law tomes, and a slight sprinkling
of the elder divines, equally neglected. The only book, indeed,
Sir Piers ever read, was Burton, and him only because the
quaint, racy style of the learned old hypochondriac sunited his
humour at seasons, and gave a zest to his melanchely, such as
.the olives lent to his wine.

Four . portraits adorned the walls; those of Sir Reginald
Rookwood and his wives. The ladies were attired in the flow-
ing drapery of Charles’s day, thé snow of their radiant bosoms
somewhat sullied by over exposure, and the vermeil tinting of
their cheeks darkened by the fumes of tobacco. There was a
shepherdess, with her taper crook, whose large, languishing
eyes, ripe ponting lips, ready to melt -into kisses, and air of
voluptuous elegance, was anything but suitable to the innocent,
unsophisticated simplicity of her costume. She was portrayed
tending her flock of downy sheep, with azure ribbons round
their necks, accompanied by one of those invaluable little dogs,
whose’ length of ear and delicacy of spot evinced him perfect
in his breeding, but whose large-eyed indifference to his charge,
proved him to he as much out of character with his situation,
as the refined and luxuriant charms of his mistress were out of .
keeping with her artless attire. This was Sir Piers’s mother,
the third wife, a beautiful woman, answering to the notion of
one who had been somewhat of a flirt in her day. Next to her
was a magnificent dame, with the throat and arm of a Juno, and
a superb bust (the bust was, then, what the bustle is now—a
paramount attraction—whether the modification be an improve-
ment, we leave to the ¢onsideration of the lovers of the beauti-
ful)—this was the dowager. Lastly, there was the sweet, deli- *
cate Eleanor, with eyes serenely soft ¢ as a star in water,” blue
as the depths of a summer’s eve, and a form as light and lovely
as that of a sylph. Every gentle grace had been stamped in un-
dying beauty on the canvass by the hand of Lely, breathing a
spell upen the picture, almost as witching ae that which had
dwelt around the exquisite original. Over the high carved
mantle-piece was suspended the portrait of Sir Reginald, It
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had been painted in early youth; the features were beautiful,
disdainful —with a frerceness breaking through the courtly air.
‘The eyes wete very fine, large, black as midnight, and stern as
those of Ceesar Borgia, in Igphael’a unrivalled picture in-the
Borghese Palace at Rome. They seemed to rivet the gazer—to
retort his glances—to follow him whithersoever he went—to
search into his soul, as did the dark orbs of Sir Reginald in his
lifetime. It was the work of Vandyck, and had all the fidelity
and breathing verisimilitude of that great master ; nor was the
noble countenance of Sir Reginald unworthy the masterly
painter. : :

No portrait of Sir Piers was to be met with ; bat in lieu of

one, depending from a pair of buck’s horns, bung the worthy
knight’s stained scarlet coat (the same in which he had ridden
forth; with the intent to hunt, on the eventful morning men-
tioned by Peter Bradley,) his velvet cap, his buck-handled
whip, und the residue of his equipment for the chase: This
attire was reviewed with melancholy interest and unaffected
emotion by the company, as reminding them forcibly of the de-
parted, of which it seemed a portion.
. The party consisted of the Vicar of Rookwood, Dr.” Poly-
phemus Polycarp Small, and Titus Tyrconnel, an emigrant, and
empirical professor of medicine, from the sister isle, whose
convivial habits had first introduced him to the hall, and after-
wards retained him there. Mr. Cecil Coates, attorney-at-law,
bailiff, and receiver, completed the trio. We were wrong in
saying that Titus Tyrconnel was retained. He was an impu-
dent, intrusive fellow, whom, having once gained a footing in
the house, it was impossible to dislodge. e cared. for no in~
sult—perceived no slight—and professed, in her presence, the
profoundest respect for Lady Rookwood : in short, he: was ever
ready to do anything but depart.

Sir Piers was one of those people who cannot dine alone.
He disliked a solitary repast, almost as much as a téfe-d-téte
with his lady. He would have been recognized at once as the
true Amphitryon, had any one been hardy enough to play the
part of Jupiter. Ever ready to give a dinner, he found a diffi-
culty arise, not usually experienced on such occasions—there
was no one wherewithal to partake cf it. He had the best of
wine, kept an excellent table, was himself no niggard host;
but his own merits, and those of his table, were forgotten in
the invariable pendant to the feast ; and the best of wine lost its
flavour when the last bottle found its way to the guest’s head.
Dine alone, Sir Piers would not; and as his old friends forsook
him, he plunged' lower in his search for society, collecting
within his house a class of persons whom no one would have
expected to meet at Rookwood, nor its owner have chosen as
its inmates, had any choice remained to him. He did not en-
dure this state of things without much outward show of discon-
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tent. ¢ Anything for a quiet life,”” was his constant saying;
and, like the generality- of ple with whom those words form
a favourite maxim, he led the most uneasy life imaginable.
Endurance, to excite commiseration, must be uncomplaining—
the aggrieved of the gentle sex should remember this. Sir
Piers endured, but he grumbled lustily, and was on all hands
voted a bore ; domestic grievances, especially if the husband be-
the plaintiff, being the most intolerable of all mentionable mise-
ries. Racked by a sick head-ache, (for there is a bathos of
ebriety heyond soda-water,) ¥ir Piers was the most injured o/
man breathing, and consequently the most wearisome. N
wonder that his friends deserted him; still there was Titus
Tyrconnel—his ears and lips were ever open to pathos and to
gunch—so Titus kept his station. Immediately after her hus-

and’s demise, it had been Lady Rookwood’s intention to clear
the house of all the vermin, so she expressed herself, that had
so long infested it; and. forcibly to eject Titus, and one or two
other Intruders-of the same class. But in consequence of cer-
tain hints received from Mr. Coates, who represented to her the
absolute necessity of complying with Sir Pier’s testamentar
instructions, which were particular in that respect, she thougg'
proper to defer her intentions until after the ceremonial of inter-
ment should be completed ; and in the~mean time, strange to
say, committed its arrangement to Titus Tyrconnel ; who, ever
ready to accommodate, accepted, nothing loth, the charge, and
acquitted himself admirably well in his undertaking ; especially,
as he said, ¢ in the eating and drinking part of the transaction
—the most essential part of all.”” He kept open house—open
hall—open cellar—resolved that his patron’s funeral should
emulate as much as J)‘ouible an Irish burial on a grand ‘scale,
s the finest sight in the whole world,” again to borrow his owl™
words. :

No opposition was offered to these proceedings by Lady -
Rookwood. She had given Titas the keys of the cellar, saying
to her attendant Agnes—¢ they might wallow in wine if they
liked—like swine, as they were—it was Sir Pier’s will—the
pnly acted in accordance with his intentions, which they fulfill-
ed to the letter. The period, required by the law, would soon
be past—she would tken easily rid herself of them.”

nflated with the importance of his office—inflamed with
heat, sat Titus, like a * robustious periwig-pated” Alderman, ..
after a civic feast. The natural rubicundity of his rosily comic
countenance was increased to a deep purple tint, like that of a_
full blown peony, while his ludicrous dignity was augmented
by a shining suit of sables, in which his portly person was in-
vested. )

The first magnum had been discussed in solern silence ; the
cload, however, which hung over the conclave, diuPpeawd,

. under the genial influence of ‘‘another and a be®®r” bottle,

-
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and gave place to a denser vapour, occasioned by the introdue-
tion of the pipe, and its accompaniments.

Esconceg in a comfortable old chair (it is not every old chair
that £ comfortable), with pipe in mouth, and with full unbut-
toned ease, his bushy, buzz wig laid aside by reason of the
heat, repesed Dr. Small. Small, indeed, was somewhat of a
misnomer, as applied to the worthy doctor, who, besides being
no diminutive specimen of his kind, entertained no insignificant
opinion of himself. His height was certainly not remarkable ;
but his width of shoulder—his ses%uipedality of stomach—and
obesity of calf—these were unique! Of his origin, we know
nothing ; but presume he must, in some way or other, have been
connected with that numerels family ¢ the Smalls,” who, ac-
cording to Christopher North, form the predominant portion of
mankind.

In appearance, the doctor was short-necked, and puffy, with
a sodden face, wherein were set eyes, whose obliquity of vision
was, in a measure, redeemed by their expression.of humonr.
He was accounted a man of parts and erudition, and had ob-
tained high honours at his university. Rigidly orthodox, he
abominated the very name of papist; amongst which heretical
herd he classed his companion, Mr. Titus Tyrconnel—Ireland
being with him synonimous with superstition and Catholicism
—and every Irishman rebellious and schismatical ; on this sub-
ject he was inclined to be disputatious. His prejudices did not

tevent him from passing the claret, nor from his laughing as
Eeanily as a plethoric asthma, and sense of decorum due to the
occasion would permit, at the quips and quirks of the Irishman,
who, he admitted, notwithstan ing his heresies, was a pleasant
- -fellow in the main. And when, in addition to the flattery, a
pipe had been insiouated by the officious Titus, at the precise
moment when Small yearned for his afternoon’s solace, but
scrupled to ask for, or indulge in it—when the door had been
made fast, and the first whiff exhaled,all his migivings vanish-
ed, and he surrendered himself to the soft seduction. In this
elysian state we find him. :

¢ Ah'! you mnay say that, Doctor Smiall,” said he, in answer
to some observation of the vicar, ¢that’s a most original apo-
phthegm. We all of us Aould our lives by a #hrid. Och ! many’s
the sudden finale I have seen. Many’s the fine fellow’s heels
tripped up unawares, when least expected. Death hangs over
our heads by a single hair, as your revereuce says, precisely like
the sword of Dan Maclise®, the flatterer of Dinnish, what do
you call him, ready to fall at a moment’s notice, or at no notice
at all eh 7—Mr. Coates. And that brings me back again to Sir
Pie!s-;poor gentleman—ah ! we shan’t soon see the like of him

n

“ Poor Sir Piers!"" said Mr. Coates, a wee man, with a brown

* Query, Damocles? Printer’s Devil.
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beb, and a face red and round as an apple,and almost as small,
¢t it is to be regretted, that his over conviviality should so much
have hastened his lamented demise.”
" « Conviviality ! replied Titus ; ¢ no such thing—it was apo-
plexy—extravaseation of saarum.”

« Kxtra vase-ation of rum and - water, you mean,” replied
Coates, who, like all attorneys, rejoiced in a quibble. -

¢« The sqaire’s ailment,” continued Titus, * was a sangui-
neous eflusion, as we call it—positive determination of blvod to
tha head, aeeasioned by a low way he got into juat before his
attack—a confirmed case of hypochondriasis, as that ould book
Sir Piers was so fond of, denominates the blue devils; he ne-
glested the bottle, which, in 2 man who has been a hard drinker
all his life,is @ bad sign. The lowering system-never answers
—never. Doctor, I’ll just trouble you”—for Small, in a fit of
absence, had omitted to pass the bottle, though not to help him-
self. ¢« Had he stuck to tAis’—holding up a glass of ruby
bright—¢ahe elixir vite—the grand panacea—he might have
been hale and hearty at this present moment, and as well as any
of us—but he wouldn’t be advised. To my thinking, as that
was the case, he’d have been all the better-for a little of your
Reverence’s sperretual advice ; and his conscience having been
1elieved, by confession, and absolution, he might have opened
- . a fresh account, with an aisy heart and clane breast.”

¢ I trast, Sir,” said Small, withdrawing his pipe from his
lips, ¢ that Sir Piers Rookwood addressed himself to a higher
source than to a sinning creature of clay like himself for media-
tion with his Creator for remission of his sin; but were there
any load of secret guilt that might have weighed heavy upon
his conscience, it is to be jegretted that he refused the ﬁast
offices of the church, and died incommunicate. I was denied
all admittance to his chamber.” .

¢« Exactly my case,” said Mr. Coates; “ I was refdsed en-
trance, though my business was of the utmost importance—
eertain dispasitions—special bequests—Ifor though the estate is -
entailed, yet still there are charges. You understand me—
very strange to refuse to see me. Some people may regret it
—may live to regret it, I say—that’s all. I've just sent up a
package to Lady Rookwood, which was not to be delivered
till after Sir Pier’s death. 0Odd circumstance that—been in my
custody a long while. Some reason to think the squire meant
to alter his will—ought to have seen me—sad neglect.”

¢ More’s the 'Fity—-but it was none of poor Sir Pier's do-
ings!” replied Titus; ¢ he had no will of his own, poor fel-
low, even on his death-bed ; it was all ker doing, L y Rook-
wood’s,”’ added he,in a whisper. ¢I, his medical adviser, and
confidential friend, was ordered out of the room, and although
1 knew it was as much as his life was worth to leave him for a'
moment in that state, I was fo;eed to comply ; and, would you

voL.I. - : -



_ believe it, as I left the room, I heard high words, Yes,

“

-sibly, and his eyes fil
are {li

Doctor, as I hope to be saved, words of anger from her at that
terrible time.”

The latter part of this speech was uttered in a low tone, and
very mysterious manner. The speakers drew 8o closely toge-~
ther, that the bowls of their pipes formed a common centre,
whence the stems radiated. A momentary silence ensued,
during which each man ﬁuﬁ'ed for very life. Small next
knocked the ashes from his tube, and began to replenish,
coughing significantly. Mr. Coates expelled a thin curling
stream of vapour from a minute orifice in the corner of his
almost invisible mouth, and raised his eyebrows, fraught with
expectation : all seemed spell-bound. On the strength of a
bumper, which he swallowed, Titus mustered tesolution to
break the charm.

¢ Och, Sirs!” said he, in a cauntious whisper, as if afraid
lest the very walls should betray him, ¢ Lady Rookwood’s an
awful woman—an awful woman—a fit mate for Beelz8bub him-
self, if he wer'nt a devilish deal too cumning to take a wife,
P’ll just tell you,what happened. We all of us know the sort
of life she led poor Sir Piers. Bat, as I was saying, if thre
was no love lost between them during life, one would think
the near approach of death might set all to rest: no such thing.
When I came back to the room, there lay the squire, in a sort:
of trance, and she glaring at him like a tigress—so savage—s0
full of spite and malice, and devilish rejoicing, my blood ran
cold to witness it.” :

Small shook his head, muttering some monosyllabic interjec-

.tion,-that sounded very like an oath. Mr. Coates looked un-

utterable things, but said nothingy with the characteristic cau-
tion of his tribe. :

! agproached the bed-side,” resgmed Titus, ¢“as I don’t
care to Confess, with fear and trepidation; for though the man
does not live who can say Titas l;‘ymomml dreads him, some-
how or other there is that in her ladyship I never could get
over—and which petrifies me entirely. However, I went up
to the bed, and took hould of the dying man’s hand. Sinking
as he was, the pressure reused him; whether or not he thought
that his wife relented towards him, I can’t say; a slight, sweet
smile played upon his features—a faint motion was perceptible
in his lips; he tried to fix his gaze upon me, and when, through
the gathering film, he Yerceived who it was, he shuddered sen-.

ed with tears. Dammee, bat my own

nded, now, to think of it. ¢ Sir Piers,” says I to him,

¢be calm—be composed—’tis only I, Titus Tyrconnel.’—¢I
‘cannot be com ,’ gasped he. ¢I cannot die, unless I am
at peace.’—* Give him laudanum,’ said Lady Rookwood ; ¢here

.is the phial, it will abridge his sufferings.’—¢ Oh, no—no,’ said

Piers, with a look of horror I shall never forget, and struggling
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for utterance—* do not give me that—let me live, if only for a
-few mofhents.! And he sunk back senseless on his pillow, as
I cast away the phial. I was soon roused from a moment’s
stupor I had been thrown into, by her ladyship, who apgaremly
was not much pleased with my proceeding; indeed she tould
me as much—baut, frightened as I was at her, I could not help
saying, I thought it was not like a Christian, to harbour hatred,
at such a moment ; and that whatever difference there was be-
twixt them, she ought to be reconciled to her husband, before
reconciliation should be impossible. Och, Sirs! I wish you
had seen her. She said not a word in reply, but slowly quitted
the room, and returned not till after the S?ire’s departure. I
should like to know, Dochtor, of what stuff’ her heart is made.
Now I know what it is to hate and despise, and may be, when
I’m roused, seeing that I'm an Irishman, I could knock out a
man’s brains with all the pleasure in life; but to see a fellow-
creature expiring (which was not without a long and a terrible
struggle, all occasioned by her conduct), before one’s eyes,
and not extend the hand of forgiveness to him—if so doing
would ease his parting pang—"tis barbarous, and unnatural.”

s Sir,”” -said Doctor maﬁ, with emphasis, laying down his
pipe, “it’s damnable—enough to draw down a judgment; such
conduct can only be excused on the ground of insanity; the
woman must be mad.” .

s ']l swear +to it,” interposed Titus, ¢ she ¢s mad.”

¢ 1 shall think it my duty to advise young Sir Ranulph to
take a out writ de lunatico tnquirendo,” said the lawyer, his
keen litile eyes twinkling; ¢ he would be glad, I'am sure to
have her out of the way.’ ]

s¢ Ah! we’ve a beautiful way, in my country, of managin
unraly women,” said Titus with a knowing wink; ¢ we bre
’em in young—take the vice out of ’em early.” Saying which,
he filled himself a bumper of claret.

« Alas! I-fear poor Sir Piers was not so well preparad as he
should have been, for his removal from this world,” s1id Mr.
Coates, after a pause. .

¢« 1 fear 8o, indeed,” returned Small ; ¢ his seizure was sud-
den and severe. When the conscience is not altogether void of
offence (thongh far be it from me to make this assertion in re-
ference to Sir Piers), the approach of death is a dreadful con-
templatioa—the change is fearful to all—but, in that case, -
truly formidable and appalling.

Heu quantum pemss misero mens conscia donat

3&? Styga, qudd Manes, infestaque Tartara somnis
idet !—

¢ That's a powerful pictare, Doctor,” said Titus, ¢ so far -u
1 can comprehend it, and a true representation, I’'m grieved t~
say, of the last moments of poor Sir Piers. I have not t
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you half of the horror of that scefie, nor can I describe it. His
pangs were dreadful. There must have been something," eon-
tinued Titus, again assuming a mysterious manner, and Iower-
ing the tone of his voiee, somet{hg frightfal upon kis mind
—some-—nay, there’s no use mincing the matter with- you—in
a word, then some crime, too deep to be divulged.”

% Crime ! exclaimed Coates and the Doctor, at one and the
same time.

¢ Ay, crime!” repeated Titus, in the same under tone—
¢ hush! not so loud, lest any one hear us. Poor fellow, he’s
dead now. I'm shurc you both Joved him as-I did—and pity
him and pardon him, if he was guilty. Och! it was a terrible
ending. Listen, and you shall hear. When Lady Rookwood
had left the room, as I said before, what does Sir Piers do, buty
ill as he was, leaps straight out of bed, before I could prevent
him, and, staggering to the door, locks it—yes, locks it, fagt—w
and then cries out to me to help him. ¢She shall not poison
me,’’ said he: ¥ will live cut the brief remainder of my life—
hell upon earth is more tolerable than hell 1o come.” With that
I got him into bed—and he began to rave and shout-—his deliri-
um all eoming back again. 1 knew death was not far off, then.
One “minute %ne was mn the chase, cheering on the hounds.
*Halloo! tallyho!’ cried he; ¢who clears that fence—who
swims that stream?” The next, he was drinking, carousing,
and hurraing, at the head of his table. ¢Hip! hip! hip !’—as
mad, and w?ld, and frantie, as ever he used to be, when wine:
had got the better of him. And then all of a sudden, in the
midst of his shouting, he stopped, exclaiming. ¢ What! here
again 7—who let her in 7—the door is fast—I locked it myself.
Devil, why did you openit? you have betrayed me—she will
poison me—and I eannot resist. Ha! another! Who—whois
that 7—her face is white—her hair hangs about her shoulders—
Isshealiveagain? Susan! Susan! whythatleok? Youloved
me well—too well. You will not drag me to perdition! You
will not appear against me? No, no, no—it is not in your na-
ture—you, whom I doted on, whom I loved—whom I
but I repented—I sorrowed—I prayed—prayed’ Oh! oh! no
prayers would avail. Pray for me, Susan—for ever. Your in-
tercession may avail. It 18 not too late. I will do justice to
all. Fetch me pen and ink—I will confess—she shall have all.
Where is my sister? 1 would speak with her—would tell her
—tell her. Call Peter Bradley—1 shall die before 1 can tell
it. Come hither,’ said he to me. ¢There'is a dark, dreadful
segret on my mind—it must forth. Tell my sister—no, my
senses swim—Susan is near me—fury is in her eyes—keep her
off. What is this white mass in my arms ? what do I bold ¢
is it the corpse by my side, as it lay that long, long night? It
is—it is. Cold, stiff, stirless as then. White—horribly white
—as when the moon, that would not set, showed all its ghasta
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liness. Ah! it moves—it embraces me—it stifles—it suffo-
cates me. Help! remove the pillow. I cannot breathe—I
choke—oh!* The death rattle was in his throat—his eyes were
fixed for ever! At that dreadful moment, either my ears de-
ceived me, or I heard a sound of hollow Jaughter in the room;
but whence it proceeded I was too much terrified to ascertain.” -
A profound silence succeeded Tyrconnel’s narrative. Mr.
Coates would not venture upon a remark. Doctor Small,
seemed, for some minutes, lost in painful reflection: at length
he spoke. & You have described a shocking scene, Mr. Tyr-
connel, and in a manner that convinces me of its fidelity; but
1 trust you will excuse me, as a friend of the late Sir Piers, in
requesting you to maintain silence in future on the subject. Its
repetition can be productive of no good, and may do infinite
harm, by giving currency to unpleasant reports, and harrowing
the feelings of the survivors. }l’ﬂvery one, acquainted with Sir
- Piers’ history, must be aware, as I dare say you arq already, of
*  an occurrence, which cast a shade over his early life, blighted
his character, and endangered his personal safety. It was a
dreadful accusation—but%e believe, na{, I am sure, unfounded.
Erring, Sir Piers was, undoubtedly; but I trust he was more
weak than sinful. I have reason to think he was the tool of
others. He is now gone, and with him let us bury his offences,
and the remembrance of them. That his soul was heavily
laden, would appear from your account of his last moments;
yet I ferveptly trust that his repentance was sincere, in which
case, there is hope of merc{ for him. ¢ At what time soever a
sinuer shall repent him of his sins, from the bottom of his
heart, I will blot out all his wickedness out of his remembrance,
saith the Lord.” God’s mercy.is ter than man’s sins—and
there is hope of salvation for Sir Piers.”
¢¢ I trust so, indeed,” said Titus; ¢ and as to repating a sylla-
ble of what I have just said, devil a word more will I utter on
the subject. My lips shall be shut, and sealed, as close as one
of Mr, Coates’s bonds, for ever, hereafter: but I thought it just
right to make you acquainted with the particulars. And now,
having dismissed the bad for ever, 1 am ready to spake of Sir
Pier’s good qualities, and not few they were. What was there,
" becoming a gentleman, that he could’nt do. I'd like to know ?
Could’nt he hunt as well as ever a one in the country? and
hadn’t he as good a pack of hounds? Could’nt he shoot as
well, and fish as well, and drink as well, or better? only he
couldn’t carry hie wine, which was his misfortune, not his
fault. And wasn’t he always ready to ask a friend to dioner
with him? And dida’t he give him a good dinner, when he
came, barring the crosscups afterwards? And hadn’t he every
thing le about him, except his wife, which was a great
drawback? And with all his peculiarities and humours, wasn’t
he a8 kind-hearted a man as nzego be? and an lrishman at the -
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core? And so, if he wern’t dead, 1'd szy long life to him ; but
a8 he is, here’s peace to his memory.”
At this erisfs of the conversation, a knocking was heard at
the door, which some one without had vaimly tried to open.
Titus ros3 to unclose it, ushering in an individual known at
the Hall as Jack Palmer. -

CHAPTER VI

jd[n. Peachum—Sure the Laptain’s the finest gentlentan on the
road. ° ’
C Broaar’s OrEra.

Jack Paumer was a good-humoared, -looking man,
with immense, bushy, reddish eoloured whiskers, a freckled,
florid complexion, sandy hair, rather inclined- to seantiness
towards the scalp of the head, and garnishing the nape of his

- neck with-a ruff of crisp little curls, like the ring on a monk’s
‘shaven crown. Notwithstanding this tendency. to baldness,
Jack could not be more than thirty, though his looks were
some five years in advance. His face was one of those inex-
plicable countenances that seem proper to a peeuliar class of -
men—a regular Newmarket physiognomy-—cempounded chiefly
of cunning and assurance—not low cunning, nor valgar assur-
anee, but crafty sporting subtlety, careless as to results—in-
different to obstacles—ever on the alert for the main ehance—
game and turf all over—eager, yet easy—keen, yet quiet. He
was somewhat showily dressed, in such a mode that he looked
half like a fine gentleman of that day, half like a jockey of ours
—his nether man appeared in well-fitting, well-worn buskins,
and boots with tops, not unconseious of the saddle ; while the
airy extravagance of his sky-blue riding-coat, the richness of
his vest, the pockets whereof were beautifully exuberant, ac-

" cording to the fashion of the period: the smart luxuriance of

his shirt-frill of the finest cambric, and a certain curious taste
in the size and style of his buttons, proelaimed that, in his own
esteem at least, his person did not appear altogether unworthy
of adornment : nor, 1n justice to Jack, must we say he was in
error, He was a model of a man for five feet ten; square,
compact, capitally built in every particular, excepting that his
legs were the slightest bit embowed, which defect probably
arose from his being almost constantly on horseback-—a sort of

exercige in which Jack greatly delighted, and was accounted a

superb rider. It was, indeed, his daring horsemanship upoa
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one particular oocasidly when he had outstripped & whole fiald,
that had' procured him the honour of an invitation to Roockwood.
Who he was, or whence he came, was a question not easily
answered—Jack, himself, evading all solution to the inquiry.
Sir Piers never tronbled his head about the matter: he was a.
4 d——d good fellow—rode devilish well ;” that was enou

for him. Nobody else knew anything about him, save that he
was a capital judge of horse-flesh, kept.a famous black mare,
and attended every hunt in the county—that he could singa
1 song, was a choice companion, and could drink three

ottles without feeling the worse for them. -

‘Bensible of the indecorum that might attach to his appear-
ance, Doctor Small had hastily laid down his pipe, and ar-
ranged 'his wig; but when he saw who was the intruder, with
& grunt of defiance, he resumed his eccupation, without return-
ing the bow of the latter, or bestowing further notice upon him.
Nothing discomposed at the churchmen’s displeasure, the new
comer greeted Titus cordially, and carelessly saluting Mr.
Coates, threw himeelf into a chair. He next filled a tambler
of claret, which he drained at a draught. -

' ¢« Have you ridden far, Jack;"” asked Titus, noticing the
dusty state of Palmer’s azure attire. :

% e dozen miles,” replied Palmer; ¢ and that, on such
-an afternoon as the present, makes one feel thirstyish. I’'m as
dry as asand-bed. Famous wine this—beautiful tipple—bet-
ter then all your red fustian. Ah, how the old squire used to
tuck itin! ~Well, that’s all over—a glass like this might do
him where he’s gone to! I'm afraid I'm intruding; but
the fact is, I wanted a little information about the order of the
faneral, and missing you below, came hither in search of youw. -
Yo;}:re to be chief mourner, I suppose—rehearsing your part,
eh?’: - °

¢ Come eome, Jack, no joking; the subject’s too serious. I
am to be chief mourner—and I expect you to be a mourner—
and everybody else to be mourners. We must all mourn at the
proper time—there’ll be a power of people at the church.”

¢ There are a power of people here already,” returned Jack,
s if they all attend.”

« And tlw{j all will attend—or what is the aiting and drinking
to go for? I shan’t leave a sowl in the house.”

« Excepting one,” said Jack, slily. ¢ 8ke won’t attend, 1
think.” - - -

¢ Ay, excepting one—she and her maid—all the rest go with
me, and form part of the procession—you go too.” -

¢« Of course, what time do yen start?”’

« Middight, precisely. As the clock strikes, we set out—
all in a line, and a long line we’ll be. I’m waiting for that
ould coffin-faced rascal, Peter Bradley, to arrange the order.”
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¢t How long will all occupy, think yeR2" asked Jack.
“*That I can’t say,” returned Titus; possibly an hour, mote
or less—but we shall start to the minute—that 1s, if we can all
get together, so don’t be out of the way. And hark ye, Jack,
you must contrive to change your toggery—that coat won’t
do.,’ .
¢ Never fear that,” replied Palmer, ¢ but who were those in
the carriages 1 . .
¢ I3 it the last carriage you mane !—they’re squire Forester
and his aons-—they’reafi:ing with the other gentlefolk, in the
great room up stairs, to be out of the way. Oh, we’ll have a
grand bgrrin, never fear—and by the powers I must be looking
after it.
¢ Stay a minute,” said Jack, ¢ let’s have a cool bottle first ;
they’re all taking care of themselves below, and Peter Bradle
has not made his appearance, so you need be'in no hurry. I’
go with you presently—shall I ring for the claret 3"
¢ By all means,” replied Titus.-
Jack accordingly arose, and a butler answering the summens,
the wine was ordered and brought.
¢ You heard of the affray, last night, I suppose ¥’ said Jack,
renewing the conversation. .
¢ With the poachers 7—to be sure I did.—Wasn’t I ealled in
to examine Hugh Badger’s wownds, the first thing this morn-
ing—and a deep cut there was, just over the eye, besides other
bruises.” -
" «Is the wound dangerous ¥’ inquired Palmer.
¢¢ Not exactly mortal, if you mean that,” replied the Irish-
man; dangerous oenainljy.” -
¢ Humph!” exclaimed Jack, ¢ they’d a pretty hardish ’hout
of it, I understand. Anythilg been heard of the body ¥’ ;
¢« What body 3" inquired Small, who was half dozing.
The body of the drowned poacher,” replied Jack; ¢ they
were off to search for it this morning.” .
¢“Found the body!” exclaimed sl‘i'.us, « Ha, ha!—I ean’t
help laughing, for the life and sow! of me—a capital trick-he
+ played ’em-—eapital—ha, ha! What do you think the fellow
id? Ha, ha!—after leading "em the devil’s dance, all round
the park, killing a hound as savage as a wolf, and breakin
Hugh Badger’s head, which is as hard and thick as a butcher’s
blocﬁ:, what does the fellow do but dive into a pool, with a
ﬂeat rock hanging over it, and make his way to the other side,
rough a subterranean pass, which' nobody knew anything
about, till theg came to drag for the body, thinking him snugly
drowned all the while—ha, ha!*’
¢ Ha, ha, ha!” chorused Jack; ¢ Bravo, he’s a lad of the
right sort—a knowing cove.~Ha, ha!”
“He! who?” inquited the attorney.

L1 VU
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% Why, the poachely o be sure,” replied Jack; ¢ who else
were we_talking about 1"’ :

% Beg pardon,” returned Coates ; * ouly thonght you might
have heard some intelligence. We’ve got an eye upon him—
we know who it was,” '

¢¢Indeed !” exclaimed Jack, * and who was it 1"

* ¢ A fellow, known by the name of Luke Bradley.”

“The devil!” cried Titus, ¢ you don’t sdy it was hie =
Murder in Irish! that bates everything——why he was Sir
Piers’s ——"" -

- ¢ Nataral son,” replied the attorney; ¢‘he has not been
heard of for some time—shocking incorrigible rascal—impossi-
ble to do an thing with him.” '

¢ Ah, indeed!” said Jack; ¢I’ve heard Sir Piers speak
of the lad—and, by his account, he’s as fine a fellow a8 ever
erossed colt’s back—only a little wildish and unreasonable, as
the best of us may be—wants breaking, that’s all—your wildest
colt ever mekes the best horse, and so would he. To speak the
trath P’'m glad he escapod.’} —

% So am I,” rejoined Titus; ¢ for, in the first plaes, I’ve-a

" foolish partiality for poachers, and am sorry when any of ’em
come to hurt; and, in the second, I’d be mighty displegsed if
anz ill had happened to one of Sir Piers’ flesh and blood, as
this young chap appears to be.”

¢ Appears to be!”” repeated Palmer; ¢ there’d no appsaring
in the case, I take it.. 'lPigz Bradley’s an undoubted off-shot of
the old squire. His mother was a servant-maid at the Hall, I
rather think ; you, Sir, perhaps, can inform us,” added he turn«
ing to Coates. )

¢ She was something better than a mere servant,” replied
the attorney. *¢I remember her quite well, though I was but
a boy then—a lovely creature, and- so taking, I don’t wonder
at Sir Piers’s fancy being smitten with her. He was mad after
the women in these days, and pretty Sue Bradley, above all

" others. She lived with him quite like his lady.”

« 8o I've heard,” returned Jack. * She lived with him till
_her death; and-—let me s6e, wasn't there something rather odd
in the way in which she died, rather suddenish and unexpected
—a noise made at the time, eh ?”’ L

s Not that I ever heard,” replied Coates, shaking his head,
and seemingly afflicfed with an instantaneous ignoranee; while
Titus aﬂ'eciedy not to hear the remark, but occnpied himself with
his wine-glass. The vicar snored audibly. ¢ I was too young,
then, to Yay any attention to idle rumours,” econtipued oates.
«It's a long time ago. May I ask the reason of yeur in-

uiry 1’ . .
3 K{Wothing farther than simple curiosity,” replied Jaok, en-
joying the constermation of his companions. %It is, a8 you
say,a long while since; bat it’s singular, how that port of thing

o
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{s-remembered. One would think pg‘had something else
to do than talk of one’s private affairs for ever: for my part, I
deapise such tattle; but there are persons in the neighbourhood,
" who still say it was an awkward business. Amongst dthers,
I've heard that this very Luke Bradley talks in pretty plain
terms about it.”

s¢Does he,indeed !”’ said Mr. Coates. ¢ So much the worse
for him, that's all. Let me once lay hands upon him, and I’l1

warrant me I'll put a gag on his moath, shall spoil his talking °

in future.”

¢« That’s precisely the point I want-you to arrive at,” replied
Jack; ¢ amr I advise you by all means to accomplish that, for
the sake of the family. Nobody likes his friends to-be talked
about; so I'd settle the matter amicably, weare I you. Just let
the fellow go his way, he won’t return here again in a hurry,
I’ll be bound ; as to clapping him in quod, he might prattle—
might turn stag.” .

- ¢ Turn stag I’ replied Coates, ¢t what the deuce is that? in
my opinion, Ee has ‘turned stag’ already; at all events, he’ll

y for his night’s sport, 1you may derend upon it. What

oes it signify what he says? Let me lay hands upon him,
that’s all.” . :

-+ Well, well,” said Jack, ¢ no offence; I meant but to offer
a suggestion. I thought the family,—~young Sir Ranulph,
-1 mean, mightn’t like the story to revived ; as to Lady
Rookwood, she don’t, I suppose, care much about these things!
indeed, if I've been rightly informed, she bears this youngster
o particular good-will, to begin with, and has tried hard to get
him out of the country ; bat, as you say, what does it signify
what he says, he can only talk ; Sir Piers is dead and gone,”’

¢ Humph !”’ muttered Coates. . .

¢ But it does seem a little ‘hardish, that xlad shauld -swin,
tior llx‘illing a bit of venison in his own father's park,” contina

ack.

¢« Which he’d a nat’ral right to do,” added Titus.

¢ He'd no natural right to bruise, violently assault, and en-
danger the life of his father’s, or any body else’s gamekeeper,”
said Coates, ¢ I tell you, Sir, he’s committed a capital oﬁ';:ce,
and if he's faken —> -

¢ No ‘chance of that, I hope,” interrupted Jack.

“That’s a wish I can’t help wishing myself,” said Titus;
sgthese poachers are fine boys, when all’s said and done.”

¢ The finest of all boys,’”” exclaimed Jack, with a sort of en-
thusiasm, communicated, perhaps, by his love of anythi
oonnected with sport, ¢ are those birds of the night, and men
of the moon, whom we call, most unjustly, poachers. The
are, after all, only professional sportsmen, meking a business of
what we make a pleasure; a nightly pureuit of what is to us a
daily relaxation ; there’s the main distinetion. As to the reat,

.
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it's all an idea ; thefMnerelyMjn an over-stocked park, as you
would reduce a plethoric patifnt, Doctor; or as you would
work a moneyed client;; if yog/ got him into chancery, Mister
Attorney. And then mnuch more scientifically, and sys-
tematically they set to » than we amateurs do ; how noise-
lessly they bag a hare, smoke a pheasant, or knock a buck
down with an air-gun ; how independent are they of any licence,
except that of a good eye and a swift pair of legs ; how unneces-
sary for them to ask permission of Mr. So and So’s grounds, or
of my Lord That’s preseffes ; they are free of every cover, and
indifferent to any alteration in the Game Laws. I've some
thoughts, when egerything else fails, of taking to poaching
myself. In my opinion, abroacher’s a highly respectable cha-
racter. What say you, Mr. Coates 1’ —turning very gravely
to that gentleman. :

¢ Respectable character !”” echoed Coates; ¢ such a ques-
tion scarce deserves a serious answer. Perhaps yoa will next
maintain that a highwayman is a gentleman.” .

¢ Most undoubtedly,” replied Palmer, in the same grave tone,
which might have passed for banter, had Jack ever bantered ;,
«I'll maintain and prove it. I don’t see how he can be other-
wise. It is as necessary for a man'to be a gentlemas before he
can turn highwayman, as it is for a doctor to have his diploma,
or an attorney his certificate. Some of the finest gentlemen of
their day, as Captains Lovelace, Hind, Hannum, and Dudley,
were eminent on the road, and they set the fashion. Eversince
their day, a real highwayman would consider himself disgnead,
if he did not conduct himself in_every way like a gentlenan,
Of course, there are pretenders in this line, as in everything
else; but these are only exceptions, and prove the rule. What .
are the distinguishing characteristics of a fine gentleman 1 per-
fect knowledge of* the world—perfect independence of charao-
ter—éclat in scciety—ocommand of cash—and inordinate euc-
cess with the women—you grant all these premises ; first, then,
it is part of a highwayman’s business to be thoroughly acquant-
ed with the world—he is the easiest aud pleasantest fellow
‘going. Then whose inclinations are so uncontrolled as the
Epl.ghwayman’s, 80 long as the mopusses last } who produces so
great an effect by 8o few words 1— Stand and deliver,’ is sure
to arrest attention—every one is so struck by an address so
taking. As to money, he a{)dpropriates a puree of a hundred

ineas as easily as you would the same sum from the faro tag
E;Iel. And wherein lies the difference? only in the name of the

e—both are a species of hazard. 'Who 8o little need of a
er, as he? all he has to apprehend, is a check—all he

draws is a trigger. As to the women, they doat upon him—
not even your red-coated soldier is successful. Look at a hi
wayman mounted on his flying steed, with his pistols in his
holsters, and his cutlass by his side—what can be a more gal-
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Junt sight ? the clattering of a horSe's heels is like music to.the
ear—he is in fall quest—he shopts to the fugitive horseman to

the other flies all the fastqe—whgt hunt can be half so
exoiting as that ! Suppose he overtykes is prey, which ten to
one he will, how readily his summ to deliver is attended
to~-how satisfactery is the appropriation of a lusty purse or
corpulent pocket-book—getting the brush is nothing to it. How

tranguilly he departs, takes off his hat to his accommodatiag .

acquaintance, wishes him a pleasant journey, and disappears
aeross the heath. England, Sir, ha# reason to be proud of
her highwaymen ; they are peculiar to her clime, and are as
much before the cut-throat brigend of Italy—the assassin con-
trabandist of Spain, or the dastard cut-purse of France, as her
seilors are before all the rest of the world. The day will never
come, I hope, when we shall degenerate into the footpad, and
lose our Night Errantry ! Even the French borrow from us—
t have only one highwayman of emiaence, and he learat
and practised his art in England.”

¢ And who was he, may I ask 1"’ said @oates.

¢ Claad du Val,” replied Jack; ¢ and, thougha Frenchman,
he was a deuced fine fellow in.his day—quite a tip top maoca-
roniw-lie could skip and twirl like a figurant, warble like am
opera siuger, and play the flageolet better than any man of his
day—he always carried a pipe in his pocket along with his

asrappers. And then his toggery—it was quite beautiful to see
how smartly he was rigg’d out, all velvet and lace ; and even
with his vizard on his face, the ladies used to ery out to see
him., Then he took a purse with the air and grace of a Re-
ceiver-General—all the women adored him—and that, bless
their pretty faces, was the best proof of his gentility—I wish
he'd not been a Mounseer. The women never mistake—they
can always discover the true gentleman—and they were all, of
every degree, from the countess to the kitchen-maid, over h
and ears in love with him.” :

s Very fine, indeed,” cried Titus; ¢but your English rob-
bers are nothing at all, compared with our. Tories® and Rappa-
rees—unothing at all—they were the raal gentlemen—they were
the boys to cut a throat asily.” :

«“Cut a throat! pshaw!” said Jack, in disgust. * The

fetlemt’l.,n I speak of never maltreated any one, except in self-

efefice.’ : '

* The word Tory, as here applied, must not be confounded with
the torm of party distinction now in general use in the political
world. It simply means a thief on a d scale, something more
than *a snapper up of unconsidered trifles,” or petty larceny raseal.
‘We have classical authority for this—* Torr—an -gvoeate bso-
lute monarchy, aleo an Irish vagabend, robber, or rapparee.’—s
Grosx’s DicTioNary. .

—— e
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¢ May be not,” replied Titus ; ¢ I’ll not dispute the pint-
but these Rapparees were true brothers of the blade, and gentle-
men every inch, There was Redmond O’Hanlen, as great a man
in his way as your famous outlaw Robin Hood, that we read-of
in the ballats—a generous robper, taking from the rich and
giving to the Roor, and that’s the kind of thief that I like. I
never read of Robin Hood and Little John, and Maid Marian,
without my heart throbbing within my bosom, and the blood
dancing in my veins, to be in the green-wood along with them.
Just such another as bold Robin Hood was Redmond O’Hanlon.
Och, many’s the notable feat he performéd.—I'll just tell you
one story that’s tould about him, just to show the daring auda-
city of the fellow. But in the meanwhile don’t let’s forget the
‘bottle—talking’s dry work—here’s our absent friends ! wink-
“ing at the somnolent Small. ’ !
¢t Well, you must know,” continued Titus, ¢ that Redmond had
arrived at such an elevation, the Tories being in power then,
and his having charge of the Administration, being a sort of
First Lord of the Treasury, that he elected himself Captain-
‘General of all the Rapparees, and would allow no one to take
a purse, or make free with a pocket-book, without a special
permission from bimself, which shows he had instinctive sense
of his political importance. One day, as the great Captain was
riding quietly along the road between Newry and Armagh, he
.c‘haneeﬂ to f{ll in with a pedlar, who was making as much.
"hullabaloo and Jamentation, as if he’d been knocked off the civil
list. ¢ Hello, my man,’ says Captain O’Hanlon, ¢ what ails
yot, what makes you cry out in that way 7’—¢ Oh,’ answers
the pedlar, ¢I’m kilt entirely. I've been robbed. of above five
pounds in kinnis, which was all I had, as I hope for salvation ;
and that wouldn’t satisfy the blackguard neither, for he took
‘away my pack; and because I strove to hould it, he knock’d
me _down, aud kicked me worse than a hound.'—¢ And who was
it rob’d you ¥’ ask’d the Captain. ¢ That infernal raseal, and
thief of the world, Redmond O’Hanlon,’ answered the pedlar.
¢You dog,’ cried Redmond, in a terrible passion, delivering
him' at the same time a knock on the side of the head with his
whip-handle, ¢ how dare you tell me a lie like that, to my face.
By the mother that bore me, I’ve half a mind to shoot you on
the spot, and but for settling this business I'd do it. 7am Red-
mond O’Hanlon; nobody shall usurp my title with impunity.
Show me which way the fellow went, and I’ll soon.convince
you what it is to offend a Tory leader.’ The pedlar pointed
out the road, upon which he whistled to the members of his
cabinet, who were a little in the rear, and they set off in pursuit.
The fellow was soon overtaken, with the pack on his back, and
Redmond immediately compelled-a restitution of the property.
¢« And now, my frienx,’ said he, to the terrified robber, ¢ as I
don’t remembeg having given y;m any authority to make use of
VOL. I, :
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my name, or indeed any licenve for exaction at all, I shall think
it my duty to make an example of you. You, pedlar, will sign
an obligation to prosecute this fellow next assizes, on pain of
having both your ears eropp’d off—a penalty which, if you ne-
glect the bend, I will not fail to enforce.. You, Sir, I shall
merely commit to jail." And he ferthwith drew lﬂ; a mittimus
from himself, Redmond O’Hanlon, s loco, one of His Majesty’s
Justices of the Peace, as follows:—¢I herewith send you the
body of Dennis O’Brien, who was this day brought before me
and examined, for robbing Patrick O’Driscol on the King’s
high road, requiring you to hold him in safe custody, till the
next General Assize to be held for the County ; and for so doin
-this shall be your sufficient warrant.” And this he signed wi
his own hand, and sent him off with his own troop to ie jail at
Armagh.” ) :
¢¢ Bravissimo !* cried Palmer, ¢ and was the fellow tried 1”’
¢ Yes, and convieted moreover,” replied Titus, ¢ and plenty
of fun there was in court, as you may suppose, amongst the big
Wigs, at this daring proceeding of the great Tory.”
¢ The Whigs were in power at last, I suspect ¥’ said Coates.
¢ Was the great Captain still more exalted 3
¢« As high as Haman,”” answered Titus; ¢ more’s the pity—
I'm no enemy to the Tories, and regret the great Captain.”
. %Sodol,” said Jack, who had listened with great satisfac-
tion to the exploit. ¢ Suppose we toast him—To the memory
of Captain O’Hanlon”—filling his glass.
* ¢ I must take the liberty of refusing that toast,” said the At-
torney ; * it shall never be said that I, a Clerk of the Peace——""
¢ Tush, man,” said Jack, «sit down, and keep quiet; we
know you’re amongst the Opposition—drink what you like, and
as you like, only let’s have another story, if Titus have any
more to tell. He tops the traveller in prime twig.”
¢« Here’s to the blessed memory o Redmonﬁ O’Hanlon,”
cried Fitus, draining a bumper. ¢ And as to the story, did you
ever hear mention made of one Captain Power. He'was another
- brave boy, and quite the gentleman, and as fond of the girls as
ever was Du Val. Nicely he turned the tables on an ensign
of ‘'musketeers, that came out from Cork to seize him. You
shall hear how it happened. :
- ¢«This ensign had received intelligence.that Power had taken
up his quarters at a small inn, on the road leading from Kil-
worth, and being anxious to finger the reward offered for his
apprehension, set out with a file of men. It was growing dusk
when they reached the inn, and there, shure enough, was Power
drinking, for they saw him through a window, with his bottle
before him, lighting his pipe, quite comfortable. " ¢ Ha—ha’—
thinks the Ensign, ¢ my boy, I have you safe enough, now ;
but knowing his man, and expecting a devil of a resistance, if
he attempted to lay hands on the captain by force, he deter-
mined to resort to stratagem; 80 entering the house, just as if
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he were on a recruiting party, he, the Ensign, calls londly for
whisky for his men, and a bottle of port for himself, and
marches into the room where' Power was sitting, who got up to'
receive him very politely. Now, whether the Captain sus-
cted his intentions or not I can’t say ; at all events, he didn’t
et the Ensign perceive it; but took his wine as pleasantly as
we are doing now, with no suspicion of anything in our heads
—and no thought of any mischief brewing.”

¢ Exactly,” said Jack; * I understand.” ’ .

¢ Well, the bottle was drawing to a close, and Power rose
up, to call for another, when the Ensign, thinking it time, starts
to his feet, presents a pistol to his head, and commands him to
surrender. ¢ With all the pleasure in life,” .replied the Captain,
¢ that is, when you can take me; and knocking up the En-
sign’s arm, so that he could not even pull his trigger, he threw
himself upon him, effectually preverting his crying out, by
stuffing his coat-pocket into his mouth; he then very coolly .
proceeded to divest the Ensign of his grand uniform, and taking
his purse and sword, and military cloak, tied him hand and foot,
and telling him he hoped he was satisfied with his reward,
walked out of the room, locking the door on the other side un-
concernedly after him, and Euuing the key in his pocket. “ The
men, who were busy with their whisky-toddy, seeing their
officer, as they thought, come out and motion them to keep still,
never stirred a ‘peg—but suffered Powet to get clear away,
without so much as a question.” - )

¢« Capital,” cried Jack. -

¢t Ah,” said Titus, ¢ many’s the tale I could tell, if I'd time,
about these Rapparees. 'There was strong Jack Macpherson, .
who could pull 2 man off his horse single—handed, and Bllly
Macguire, Iprish Teague, as he was called, and Dick Balf, and
the devil knows how many others; and there is Paul Lidy,
whose name’s quite up in the country now—a famous thief,
horse-stealer, and horse-charmer.” .

s Horse-charmer 1" Trepeated Palmer, ¢ what sort of craft
may that be 1 .

“P1l tell you,” replied Titus; ¢ Cahir na Cappul, one of
the Rapparees, is sairl to have received a potent charm from a
witch, to enable him to decoy and entrap any horse he thought

roper ; and a right serviceable piece of enchantment he found
it, though not quite so useful to a Rapparee as that of Bill
Delaney, who got the same ould woman to rub his neck witl
an intment, so that no hemp could hang him, which last has
proved-true, sure endugh ! for after he’d been tied up for a mat-
ter of an hour, and cut down, he was brought to life again
without difficulty.* But to return ta Cahir na Cappul. .I was

» Delaney’s own account somewhat differs from that in the text;
he does not appear to attribute his preservation to anything like
witchcraft. “ An acqueintance of mine,” says he, “who had be



_in those parts, when what shoul

\

. 76
once myself an eye-witness to his tricks, although I wasn’t
aware it was he himself at the time. One evening I'd been to
see a friend in a distant part of the country, and was returning
by some fields skirting a great bo ? piece of ground that lies
g see but a man driving a
pack of horses into a corner of the field, which he managed se
cleverly that I stopped to look at him. Not a notion had I
that he was a Rapparee;_ in fact, I took him for the owner of
the field. As to the horses, tliey were young unbroken thinis,
a3 wild and as restive as eould lyw: but somehow or other, by
screaming and shouting, he got ’em all into a corner. Then
singling out the finest and freshest (and a beauty it was to be
shure), he seized by the near fore leg, and held him fast while
he threw a bit of rope round his neck, vaulting on to his back
as if he’d been a tame pony in a circus. Thinks I to myself,
when I saw hew the cou## began to fling,—You’ll not be sorry
to change your seat, my friend. Nosuch idea entered his head ;
for however much the coult kicked, and capered, and rared,
there sat the man, and only laughed, and encouraged him. At
last the horse rared boult ugright, with his legs in the air; but
still there the rider stuck, glued to his back, as if he’d been the
man half of the Centaur in the sign at Ballynacrag. * Finding
resistance useless, and the position by no means able,
down came the coult, and with that my gentleman to
tickle his sides with his fingers, and away they set dashing and
splashing over bog and Elag‘mire—ﬂounderin and plunging—
80 that I thought if the Headless Horseman gimsel? had: bee!

_ the rider, he must have been hard put to it. I was wrong

n, for they- were soon out of sight ; and I found, o inquiry,
rwards, that it was no other than Cahir na Cappal, him-
self, I had seen.” . .
¢t Is that all the charm ?* cried Jack. ¢ The secret of that,
Mr. Tyrcongel, lies in a nutshell—pluck /—that’s all that’s re-

_quired. I'll engage to do the same thing any day in the year,

and ask no withcraft to aid me to keep my seat.”
¢ Cahir can do other things beside ride,” said Titus, solici-
tous for the glory of his country. ¢ Not long since he’d a nar-

instructed in the art of surgery at Paris, came to see me in jail a few
days before my trial at Naas; he pre; something for me, which
I was to keep in my mouth while I hung, if possible, and said it
would be a means of gremrving my life. gl‘lm made me sémewha

careless of preparing for death, for I was intent upon observing hig
directions. I turned from the ladder as easily as I could, and for
the space of a minute or two was very sensible of pain, and could
feel something now and then under my feet, till immediately X
thought all things before me were turned into a red flame, which pre-
sently seemed blue, till at last it vanished quite.”—H: of the
Rapparees. :




kid

now escape of being taken on the banks of the Barrow, when
he was pursued by a la;ﬁe arty of armed men on both sides.of
the river. Down rush ahir to the water-side, and dash’d
headlong into the stream, swimming away for his life. " A
gun was fired—down he dives, like a €o0t—up again—another-—
and then a volley, followed by a long dive—so ong, that eve
body thought he was done for entirely—when up pops a blac
head, far down the stream. He was now in a swift current,
and put out all his strength, darting away like an arrow from
a bow. The water in every direction was spotted by balls, but
never\a one seemed to touch him; and though every sow! of
’em ran as fast as legs can carry him, yet aided by the swift
stream, €ahir na Cappul outstripped them all.”

s Well,” said Coates, ¢t we’ve had enough about the Irish. -
bighwaymen, in all conscience: but there’s one on our own
sige of the channel that makes quite as much noise.”

¢ Who’s that?” asked Jack. -

¢ Dick Turpin,” replied the Attorney; “he seems to me
quite as worthy .of mention as-any of the hinds, the Du Vals,
or the Rapparees, youn have either of you enumerated.”

“1I did not think of him,” replied Palmer, smiling ; * though -
-if T had, he scarcely deserves to be ranked with those great
men.”’ .

¢ Turpin!” eried Titus; “they tell me he keeps the best
nag in the United Kingdom, and can ride faster and farther in
a day than any other man.”

8o I’ve heard,” said Palmer; ¢1I should like to try a run
with him. I warrant me, 1’d not be far behind that same
Diek.” - .

« I shonld like to get a (geep at Tarpin,” said Titus.

¢ So should I,”” added Coates.

¢t You may boih of you be gratified, gentlemen,’ said Palmer.
¢ Talking of Dick Turpin, they say, is like talking of the devil,
he’s at your elbow ere the word’s out of your mouth. He may
be within hearing, at this moment, for anything we know to

- the contrary.” - : Lo . .
¢« Faith then,” replied Titus, ¢ he must lie, like a rat, in the
wainscoat, for I don’t know where else he could hide.”

¢ Were he there,” returned Jack, laughing, ¢ you might grab
him, like Du Val at the ¢ Hole-in-the-wall>™"

«I wish they could grab him, as you call it, with all my
heart,” said the Attorney; ‘and they might do so, if they were
to set the right way to work. I’ve a plan for seizing him, that
could not fail; I've a noose in embryo: only let me get a
Elim?” of him, that’s all. You shall see how I'll dispose of

im.”

¢« Waell, 8ir, we shall see,” observed Palmer; $and for your
own sake, I wish you may never be nearer to him than you
are at this moment, With his i:iends, they say Dick Turpin

d .
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. can be as gentle as a lamb; with his foes, ially with =
Timb of the law like yourself, he’s been found but an ugly cus-
tomer. I once saw him at Newmarket, where he was coll

by two conatable culls, one on each side. Shaking off one, and
dealing the other a blow in the face with his heavy-handled
whip, he stuck spurs into his horse, and though the whole
field gave chace, he distanced them all, easily.” .

“ And how canie you not to try your pace with him, if you
were there, as you boasted just now ¥’ asked Coates.

«8o I did, and stuck closer to him than any one else. We
were neck and neck. I was the only person who could have
delivered him to the hands of justiee, if I'd felt inclined.”

1 wish I'd a similar opportunity,” said Coates: *it should
be neck or nothing. Either he or I should reach the scragging
post first. 1’d take him, dead or alive.”

¢ You take him!" eried Jaek, with a sneer. -

“I’d engage to doit,” replied Coates. «I'll bet a hundred
-guineas I take him, if I ever have the same chance.” L

“Done!” exclaimed Jack, rapping the table at the same time,
so that the glasses danced upon it.

¢ That’s right,” cried Titus. «I'll go your halves.”

¢ What's the matter ¥’ exclaimed Small, awakened from his

- doze.

¢ Only a trifling bet about a highwayman,” replied Titus.

“ A highwayman!" echoed Small. ¢ There are none in the
house, I hope.” . .

“I hope not,” answered Coates. ¢ But these gentlemen
seem to have a remarkable predilection fot discussing the lives
of those depredators, They have sung the praises of all sorts
of rogues and rascals for the last half-hour. All the thieves of
modern days have been brought under review.”

Further speech was cut short, by . the sudden oming of the
door, followed by the abrupt entrance of a tall, sleader youn
man, who hastily advanced towards the table, around whieg
the company were seated. He excited the utmost astonishment
in the whole group, curiosity was exhibited in every counte-
nance—~the magnum remained poised midway in the hand of
Palmer—Doctor Small scorched his thumb in the bowl of his
pipe; and Mr. Coates was almost choked, by swallowing an
inordinate whiff of vapour.

¢ Young Sir Raaulph !”’ ejaculated the latter, 8o soon as the
syncope would permit him. .

« Str Ranulph here1** echoed Palmer.

“ Good God!” exclaimed Small.

“The devil !” cried Titus, with a start; ¢¢This is more than
1 expected.”

< Gentlemen,” said R‘““lg) » *“do not let my unexpected ar-
rival here discompose you. Doctor Small, you will excuse the
manner of my greeting; and you, Mr. Coates. Ond of the

A

2

—_— e o~



. -

79

y I ll:e,l’ieve, was my father’s medical attendant, a Mr.
onnel. - R

& I, Sir, had that honour,” replied Titus, bowing profoundl{

¢ When, and at what hour, did he die?”” demanded Ranulph.

¢ Your worthy father,” answered Titus, again bowing, * de-
parted this life on Thursday last.”

“Tlhe hour%—the precise minute?”’ asked Ranulph.
eagerly. '
¢ Faith, Sir Ranulph,” replied Titus, ‘as nearly as I can .
recollect, it might be a few minutes before midnight.”

¢ The very hour!”’ exclaimed Ranulph, striding towards the
window. s steps were arrested, as his eyes fell upon the
attire of his father, which, as we have before noticed, hung at
that end of the room. A slight shudder passed over his frame.
There was a momentary pause, during which Ranulph eontiaued
E:zin intently at the apparel. ¢ The very dress too!”’ muttered -

# then, turning to the assembly, who were watching his
movements with surprise, he requested them to resume their
seats, Palmer and the attorney complied instantly, but Doc-
tor Small advanced toward him, and with great kindness of
manner, taking hold of Ranulph’s hand, drew him into a corner
of the room. - .

“Your sudden return has indeed surprised me—nor can I
conceive how intelligence of your father’s demise could possi-
bly have reached you in time sufficient to have enabled you to
arrive here. Nevertheless, your presence will be most welcome
to your parent (would I could say in affliction)—as well as de-
sirable on all other accounts. Your attendance at the fune-

9 i -

¢« Which takes place to-night.”

« At the mid hour—a strange custom, Sir Ranulph ¥’ said
Small. . .

¢ Strange, indeed !’’ said Ranulph, musingly. -

¢« Very strange!” reiterated Small, *and might be resisted.
1 should never dream of complying with such conditions.”

¢« Comply with what conditions 1"’ exclaimed Ranulph, start-
ing. ¢ Have I not done his bidding "

¢ Whose bidding, my good young friend?’ asked Small,
surprised at the question. o .

¢ Nay, there is some mistake,” replied Rauulph, recovering
his composure, and smiling faintly. “I am jaded with my
journey. An hour’s rest will enable me to go through this
‘melancholy ceremony. Where is my mother?”

¢ Lady ﬁookwood is, I believe, in her own room,” replied
Titus. ¢ She desired she might not be disturbed—and left the
whole management of the solemnity to me—of course not anti-
cirunf' our return, Sir Ranulph—and I trust the arrangements
which {ave made will meet with your satisfaction. I have
endeavoured, to the best of my power, to meintain the respecta-

.
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bility of the family, by doihg the thing in the most liberal mau-

ner, and in such a way as 1 knew it would best have pleased
my respected friend had he been alive to witness it. . Heaven
rest him! There is another t.hing, also, I may as well mention,
and I hope the allusion to it will not be distressing to your
feelinEs, Sir Ranulph. According to Sir Pier’s directions, his
body has been embalmed under my own immediate superintend-
ence ; and though I say it, who s{ould not say it, he looks, in
copsequence as beautiful as the day he was born. The corpse
is now lying in state, with the room lighted up; but, at Lady
Rookwood’s particular request, I have ordered every sow! in
the house to Ee shut out of the room until ten o’clock, as her
Ladyship has signified her desire to view the remains alcne.
An order, I assure you, Sir Ranulph, I had some difficulty.in
enforcing, the tenantry being mighty anxious to see the last
of their master. Heaven rest him, I say.” -

I will not disturb my mother, at present’’—returned -the
young man ; upon whom this piece of information appegred to
produce a very painful effect; ¢ nor would I have her know of
m(( arrival. Doctor, I have something for your private ear,’””
addressing Small. ¢ Gentlemen, will you spare us the room
for a few minutes 1”’ ° -

¢ By my conscience,” said Tyrconnel to Jack Palmer, as
they were going forth, ¢ a mighty fine boy he is—and 8 chip of
the ould block—he’ll be as good a fellow as his father,”

¢ No doubt,” replied Palmer, shutting the door. “ But what
the devil brought him back, just at this moment "’

- CHAPTER VII.

Fer. Yes, Francisco,
He hath left his curse upon me.
Fran. How!
Fer. His curse ! dost comprehend what that word carries,
Shot from a father’s angry breath? Unless,
I tear poor Felisarda from my heart, '
He hath pronounced me heir toall his curses.
- Tax BroTHERS.—SHIRLEY.

* TaEre is nothing, I trust, my dear young friend and quon-
dam pupil,” said Dr. Small, as the door was closed, ¢ that
weighs upon your mind, beyond the sorrow naturally incident
to an affliction, severe as the present. Fotgive my apprehensions,
if I am wrong. You know the affectionate interest I have ever
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felt for you—an interest, which I assure you, is nowise dimi-
nished, and which will excuse my urging you to unburthen your
wind to me ; assuring yourself, whatever may be your disclo-
sure, of my sincere sympathy and commiseration. I may be
better able to advise with you, should counsel be vecessary, than
others, from my knowledge of your character and temperament.
I would not anticipate evil, and am perhaps, unnecessarily ap-
prehensive : but I own, I am startled at the incoherence of your
expressions, coupled with your sudden and almost mysterious
appearance at this distressing conjuncture. Tell me then ; has
your return been the result of mere accident ? is it to be considered
one of those singular circumstances which almost looks like fate, .
and baffles our comprehension ? or were you nearer home than
we e ted, and received the news of your father’s demise
through any channel unkndwn by us? Satisfy my curiosity, I
Ppray you, upon this point?”

“ Y our curiosity, my dear sir,” replied Ranulph, gravely and
sadly, ¢ will not be decreased, when I tell you, that my return
has. neither been the work of chance (for I came, fully antici-
pating the dread event, which I find realized), nor has it been
occasioned by any intelligence derived from yourself, or else-
where. It was only indeed at Rookwood that I received full
confirmation of my fears. I had another, a more terrible sum-
mons to return.” ,

“ What summons ? you perplex me!” exclaimed Small.

¢1 am myself perplexéd—sorely perplexed,” returned Ra-
nulph. “Ihave much to tell—much to relate; but, I pray you,
bear with me tothe end. 1T have that on my mind which, like
guilt, must be revealed. It will out.”

¢« Speak, then, fearlessly to me,”” said Small, affectionately
pressing Ranulph’s hand. ¢ I am all impatience for your rela-
tion, and will offer no farther interruption to it.”

¢ It will be necessary,” began Ranulph, ¢ to preface my nar-
rative by some slight allusion to certain painful events (and yet
I know not why I should call them painful, excepting in their
consequences), which influenced my conduct in my final inter-
view between my father and myself—an interview which occa-
sioned my departure for the continent—and which was of a
character 80 dreadful, that I would not even revert to it, were
it not a necessary preliminary to the circumstance which I am
about to detail. You remember, no doubt, how hastily my
journey was resolved upon. My ostensible motive for under-
taking it you may also have heard; not so, I am sure, the real
one. To you, who knew my father so well, and were aware of
the tenor of his life, I need not ganicularize the terms upon
which we lived together ; you could not have been ignorant of
them. My affection for him was constant and consistent. There
was no correspondinss mpathy on his part; he never loved me
as his son, or, if he did, his fove for me was more fickle, mere
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variable, more capricious, than the lightest woman’s regards.
Mortified and distressed at having my affections so frequently
thrown back upon themselves, 1 contrived to regulate and con-
trol my own feelings, by drawing out for myself a code of con-
duet, so nice-and guarded, that no quarrel of consequence could
arise between us; and, by yielding implicitly in everythmﬁ_ to
his wishes, I insensibly acquired an ascendancy over him,
which, without deviating from the strict line of filial duty, was
as advantageous in its effects to himself as to me. But this
system ,cou%d not hold good in every case, as you will perceive.

¢ When I left Oxford, I passed a few weeks alone, in Lon-
don. A college friend, whom I accidentally met, introdaced
" me, during a promenade in St. James’s Park, to some acquaint-
ance of his own, who were taking an airing in the Mall at the
same time ;—a family whose name was Mowbray, consisting
of a widow-lady, her son, and daughter. This introduction
was made in compliance with my own request. I'had been
struck b‘: the singular beauty of the younger lady, whose coun-
tenance had a peculiar and inexpressible charm to me, from its
marked resemblance to the portrait of the lady Eleanor Rook-
wood, whose charms, and whose unhappy fate, I have so often
dwelt upon, and deplored. The picture is there,” pointing to it,
‘and how like, how wonderfully like, it is. How often have
I gazed at it with a fervour like that of a devotee before some
¢sainted semblance,’ little dreaming of those after-emotions of
which it should be the germ! Look at it, and you have the
fair creature I speak of before you ; the colour of the hair—the
tenderness of the eyes. No—the expression is not so sad;
except when—but no.matter; I recognized her features at
once. .
¢ It struck me, that upon the mention of Jmy name, the party
had betrayed some surprise, especially the elder lady. For
my own part, I was so attracted by the beauty of the daughter,
the effect of which upon me, seemed rather the fulfilment of a
predestined event, originating in the strange fascination which
" the family portrait hag wrought in my heart, than the operation
of what is called, ¢love at first sight,’ that I was insensible to
the agitation of the mother, In vain I endeavoured to rally
myselt'; my efforts at conversation were fruitless ; I could not
talk—all 1 could do, was silently to yield to the soft witchery
of those tender eyes, my admiration increasing each instant -
that I gazed upon them. .
¢ 1 accompanied them home. Attracted as by some irresisti-
ble spell, I could not tear myself away; so that, although I
fancied I could perceive symptoms of displeasure in the looks
of both the mother and the son, yet regar.ress of eonsequences,
. I ventured, uninvited, to enter the house. In order to shake off
the restraint which 1 found my society imposed, I found it ab<
solutely necessary to divest myself ofy bashfulness, and to exert
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sach conversational powers as I possessed. I succeeded so
well, that the discourse soon became lively and animated ; and
what chiefly delighted me was, that she, for whose sweet sake
I had committed my present rudensss, became radiant with -
smiles. I had been all eagerness to seek for some explanation
of the resemblance to whicﬁ I have just alluded, and the fitting
moment had, I conceived, arrived. I called attention to a pe-
culiar expression in the features of Miss Mowbray, and then
instanced the likeness that subsisted between her and my an-
cestress. ¢It is the more singular,” I said, turning to her mo-
ther, ¢ because there could have been no affinity, that I am
aware of, between them, and yet the likeness is surprising.’—
¢It is not so singular as you imagine,’ answered Mrs. Mow-
bray, ¢ tbere ¢s affinity ; that Lady Rookwood was my mother.
Eleanor Mowbray does resemble her ill-fated anceatress.’
Words cannot paint my astonishment. I gazed at Mrs. Mow-
bray, eonsidering whether I had not so shaped the sounds, as
to suit my own gnick and passionate conceptions. But no—I
read in her calmp collected countenance—in the downcast
glance, and sudden sadness of Eleanor, as well as in the
. chan and haughty demeéanour of the brother, that I had
h her rightly. Eleanor Mowbray was my cousin—the

" descendant og that sainted woman, whose image I had almost
worshipped. : .

* ¢ Recovering from my surprise, I addressed Mrs. Mowbray,"
endeavouring to excuse my ignorance of our relationship, on
the plea that I had not been given to understand that-snch had
been thg name of the gentleman she had espoused. ¢Nor was
it,”” answered she, ¢ the name he bore at lgookwood; circum- ~
stances forbade it then. How should you have knownit? From
the hour I quitted the house until this moment, excepting one
interview with my—with Sir Reginald Rookwood—I have seen
none of my family—have held no communication with them—
my brothers have been strangers to me—the very name of
Rookwood has been unheard, uhknown; nor would you have
been admitted here, had not accident occasioned it.” I ventured
now to interrupt her, and to express a hope that she would suf-
fer an acquaintance to be kept up, which had so fortunately

* commenced, and which might most probably bring about an
entire reconciliation between the families. ¥ was so earnest in
my expostulations, my whole soul being in them, that she in-
clined a more friendly ear to me. Eleanor, too, smiled encou-
ragement upon me. Love lent me eloquence; and at length,
as a token of my success, and her own releating, Mrs. Mow-
bray held forth her hand ; I clasped it eagerly. It was the
bappiest moment of my life.

¢ ¢ But, then, your father,’ said Mra. Mowbray, after a short
space, ¢ what will he say to this ¥’ : .
¢« ¢ ] hope, nay, I am sure, he will rejoice at it,’ I answered
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but my heart smote me witha bitter presentiment, and I thought
I saw a very slight tremor in Eleanor’s countenanoce, so slight,
indeed, as to be imperoeptible to any other eye than that of a
lover. ¢ At all events,’ said I, ¢I am a free agent.’

«¢No,’ replied Mrs. Mowbray, ¢ unless he is willing that the
intimacy be renewed, and will himself make the advances, 1
will never acquiesce in it:’

« It was in vain I again urged all my former meénts ; she
was inflexible; and the utmost I could obtain from her, was
permission to visit at her house ‘daily during my brief continu-
ance in town. To this she unwillingly consented ; but my
solicitation was backed by her son, Captain Mowbray, who
now came forward in the most friendly manner, and urged his
mother to accede to my wishes. ’

¢ You may suppose that I did not hesitate to avail myself
of this permission. The next da{ found me there, and the
next. Ithen learnt the history of the family. For many years
they had dwelt in the south of France, where Mr. Mowbray
had died. The son had visited England{ entered the army,
and risen to his present rank. Their fortune was slender, but
sufficient. After having e?ent some years in active service,
Captain Mowbray returned to his family, and brought them
over with him to this country. They had resided in London
then nearly two years. .

- ¢ 1 will not trouble you with any lengthened description of
Eleanor Mowbray. I hope, at some period or other, you ma;
still be enabled to see her, and {udge for yourself; for thoug
adverse circumstances have hitherto conspired to separate us,
the time for a renewal of our acquaintance is approaching, I
trust, for I am not yet altogether without hope. But thus much,
I must say, that her rare endowments of person were only
equalled by the graces of her mind.

¢ Educated abroad, she had all the vivacity of our livelier
neighbours, combined with every solid qualification, which we
claim as more essentially our own. Her light and frolic man-
ner was French, certainly ; but her gentle, sincere heart was as
surely English. The foreign -accent that dwelt upon her tongue,
communicated an inexpressible charm, even to the language
which she spoke. .

¢ T will not dwell too long upon this theme. I feel ashamed
of my own prolixity. And yet I am sure you will pardon it!
Ah’! those bright, brief days! too quickly were they fled! I
could expatiate upon each minute—recall each word—revive
each look. It may not be—I must hasten on. Darker themes
await me. ’

« My love made rapid progress. I became each hour more ena~

ou.rez of my new-found cousin. My whole time was passed
near her; indeed, I could scarcely exist, in absence from her

side. Short, however, was destined to be my indulgence in’
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this . blissful state. One happy week was its extent. I
;ecelved a peremptory summons from my father to return
ome. -
‘Immediately upon commencing this acquaintance, I had
«Writtea to m! father, explaining every particular attending it.
This I should have done of my own free will, but I was urged
to it by Mrs. Mowbray. Unaccustomed to disguise, I had ex-
patiated upon the beauty of Eleanor, and in such terms, I fear,
that I excited some uneasiness in his breast. His letter was
laconic. He made no allusion to the subject upon which I had
expatiated when writing to him. He commanded me to re-
tarn. ,
¢ The bitter hour was at hand. I could not hesitate to com-
ly. Without my father’s sanction, I was assured Mrs. Mow-
~ay would not it any cbntinuance of my acquaintance.
Of Eleanor’s incﬁ'naﬁons {fancied I had some assurance; but
without her mother’s consent, to whose will " she was devoted,
I felt, had I even been inclined to urge it, that my suit was
hopeless. The letter which 1 had received from my father
made me more than doubt, whether I should not find him ut-
terly adverse to my wishes. Agonized, therefore, with a thou-
sand apprehensions, I presented myself on the morn of my de-.
rture. It was then 1 made the declaration of my passion to
leanor—it was then that-every hope was confirmed, every ap-
prehension realized. I received from her lips a confirmation of
my fondest wishes; yet were those hopes blighted in the bud,
when I'heard, at the same time, that their consummation was
dependant on the will of two others, whose assenting voices,
she feared, could never be obtained. From Mrs. Mowbray I re-
ceived a more decided reply. All her haughtiness was aroused.
- - Her farewell words assured me, that it was indifferent to her,
whether we met again as relatives or as strangers. Then was
it that the native tenderness of Eleanor displayed itself, in an
outbreak of feeling peculiar to a heart keenly sympathetic as
her’s. She saw my suffering—the reserve- natural to her sex
gave way—she flung herself into my arms—and so we parted.
" « With a heavy foreboding, I returned to Rookwood, and, op-
pressed with the gloomiest auticipations, I endeavoured to pre-
pare myself for the worst. I arrived. My reception was such
as I had calculated upon ; and, to increase my distress, my pa-
rents had been at variance. - I will not pain you and inyself
with any recital of their disagreement. My mother had es-
poused my cause, chiefly, I fear, with the view of thwarting
my poor father’s inclinations. He was in a terrible mood, ex-
asperated by the fiery stimalants he had swallowed, which had
not, indeed, drowned his reason, but roused and inflamed every -
dormant emotion to violence. He was as one insane. It was
evening when I arrived. I woauld willingly have postponed
VOL. L. :



86

the interview till the morrow. It could not be. He insisted
upon seeing me. i

« My mother was present. You know the restraint she
usually had over my father, and how she maintained it.. On
this occasion, she had none. He questioned me as to every
particular; probed my secret soul—dragged forth every latent
feeling, ancf then thundered out his own determination that
Eleanor never should be bride of mine; nor would he receivey
under his roof, her mother, the discountenaneced daughter of
his father. I endeavoured to remonstrate with him. He was
deaf to my entreaties. My mother added sharp and stinging
words to my expostulations. .¢I had her consent,’ she said;
¢what more was needed ? The lands were entailed. I should
at no distant period be their master, and might then please my-
self.’ This I mention, in order’to give you my father's strange
answer. : :

« « Have a care, madam,’ replied he, ¢ and bridle your tongue; '

they are entailed ’tis true, but I need not ask Ais consent to cut
off that entail. Let him dare to disobey me in this particular,
and I will so divert the channel of my wealth, that no
shall touch him. I will—but why threaten 1—let him do is,
- and approve the consequences.’ .
% On the morrow I renewed my importunities, with no better
success. We were alone. - )
¢ ¢ Ranulph,” said he, ¢ you waste time, in seeking.to change
my resolution ; it is unalterable. 1 have many motives which
influence me: they are inex?licable, but imperative. Eleanor
‘Mowbray never can be your’s. Forget her as speedily as may
be, and I pledge myself, upon whomsoever else your choice
may fix, I will effer no obstacle.”
+ ¢ ¢ But why,’ exclaimed I, with vehemence, ¢do you objeet
io oue whom you have never beheld? At least consent to see
er. .
¢« ¢ Never!’ he replied. ¢The tie is sundered, and cannot be
re-tnited ; my father bound me by an oath, never to meet in
friendship with my sister. I-will not break my vow. I will
not violate its conditions, even in the second degree. We never
can meet again. An idle prophecy, which I have heard, has
8aid, ¢ that when a Rookwood shall marry a Rookwood, the end of
the house draweth nigh.” That I regard not. It may have no
meaning, or it may have much. To me it imports nothing far-
ther, than that if you wed Eleanor, every acre I possess shall
depart.from you. And assure yourself this is ng idle threat; I
“can, and will do it. My curse shall be your sole inheritance.’
I could not avoid making some reply, representing to him
how unjustifiable such a procedure was to me, in a case where
the ‘happiness of my life was at stake; and how inconsistent it
was with the charitable precepts of our faith, to allow feelings

’




87

of resentment to influence his condact. My remonstrances, as
on the preceding meeting, were ineffectual. The more I spoke,
the more intemperate he grew ; I desisted, therefgre; but not
before he had ordered me to0 quit the house. I did not leave
the neighbourhood, bat saw him again on the same evening.

_“Ogur last interview took place in the garden. I then told
him-that I had determined to go abroad for two years, at the
expiration of which peried 1 proposed returning to England ;
tmsunisdnat his resolution migit then be changed, and that he
woald listen to my lﬂqull‘e:: for the falfilment of which I eould
never cease to hope. e, I trusted, might befriend me. He
;rproved of my plan of travelling, requesting me not to see

leanor before I set out; adding in a melancholy tone,—* We
HAy never meet aﬁ‘iin, Ranulph, in this life; in that case,
farewell for ever. ulge no vain hopes. Eleanor never can
be yours, but upon one condition, and to that you would never
consent I’—¢Name it I cried; ¢there is no condition I could
not accede to.’—¢ Rash boy !’ he replied ; ¢ you know not what
you say ; that pledge you would never were I to propose
it to you ; but no—sliould I survive till your return, you shall
know it then—and, now, farewell.’—¢ Speak now, I beseech
you !’ I exclaimed ; anything, everything—what you will !—
¢ Say no more,’ replied walking towards the house; ¢ when
you return we will renew this subject; farewell—perhaps for
- ever.” His words were prophetic—that ganing was for ever.

I-remained in the garden m nightfall. I saw my mother, but
Ae ecame not again. I quitted England, without beholding
Eleanor.” -

+ Did you not acqaaint her, by letter, with what had oceurred,
and fonr eonsequent intentions 1’ inquired Small.

«] did,” replied Ranulph: ¢“but received no reply. My
earliest inquiries will be directed to_ascertain whether the
family are still in London. It will be a question for our con-
sideration, whether I am not justified in departing from my
father’s express wishes, or whether I should violate his com-
mands in eo doing.”

¢« We will discuss that point hereafter,” replied Small, add-
in? as he noticed the growing paleness of his companion—
« You are too exhausted to proceed—youn had better defer the
remainder of your story to a future period.” - :

st No,” replied Ranulph, filling himself a glass of water,
¢« I am exhausted, {et 1 cannot rest—my blood is in a fever,
which nothing will allay. I shall feel more easy, when I have
made the present commaunication. Iam approaching the sequel
of my narrative. You are now in possession of the story of my
Jove—of the motive of my departure. You shall learn what
was the motive of my return.

« ] had wandered from city to city during my term of exile—
_eonsumed by hopeless passion—with little that could amuse
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me, though surrounded by a thousand objects of interest to
others, and only rendering life endurable by severest study, or
most active exertion. My steps conducted me to Bourdeaux ;—
there I made a long halt, enchanted by the beauty of the
neighbouring scenery. My fancy was smitten by the situation
of a villa on the banks of the Garonne, within a few leagues
of the city. It was an old chiteau, with fine gardens bordering
the blue waters of the river, and commanding a multitude of
enchanting prospects. The house, which had in part gone to
decay, was inhabited by an aged couple, who had formerly
been servants-to an English family, the members of which had
thus provided for them on their return to their own country. I
inquired the name. Conceive my astonishment, to find that
this chateau had been the residence of the Mowbrays. This
intelligence decided me at once—I took up my abede in the
hoyse; and 4 new and unexpected source of solace and delight
wds opened to me. I traced the paths she had tmeed—occnéned
the room ske had occupied—tended the flowers ske had tended ;
and, on the golden summer eves would watch the rapid waters,
tinged with the glorious hues of sunset, sweeping past my
feet, and think how she had watched them. Her presence so
seemed to pervade the place. I was now comparatively happy,
and, anxious to remain unmolested, I wrote home that I was
leaving Bourdeaux for the Pyrennees, on my way to-Spain.”
¢« That account arrived,’”’ said Small.

¢« One night,” continued Ranulph, ¢ ’tis now the sixth since

the eccurrence I am about to relate, I was seated in a bower
that overlooked the river. It had been a lovely evening—so
lovely, that I lingered there, wrapt in the contemplation of its
beauties. I watched each rosy tint reflected upon the surface
of the mgid stream—ow fading into yellow—now paling into
white. I noted the mystic mingling of twilight with darkness
—of night with day, till the bright current on a sudden became
a black mass of waters. I could scarce discern aleaf-—all was
darkness—when lo ! another change!~ The moon was up—a
flood of light deluged all around—the stream was dancing
- again in reflected radiance, and I still lingering at its brink.
«I'had been musing for some momeats, with my head resting
upon my hand, when, happening to raise my eyes, I beheld a

figure immediately before me. 1 was astonished dt the sight, -

for I had perceived no one approach—had heard no footstep
advance towards me, and was satisfied that no one beside my-
self could be in the garden. The presence of the figure in-
spired me with an undefinable awe ; and, I can scarce tell why,
but a thrilling presentiment convinced me that it was a super-
natural visitant. Without motion—without life—without sub-
stance, it seemed ; yet still the outward character of life was
there. I started to my feet. God! what did I behold? The
fasce was turned to me—my father’s face! And what an

o
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aspect—what a look! Time can never efface that terrible

sture: it is graven upon my memory—I cannot describe
it. It was not anger—it was not pain: it was as if an’
eternity of wo were stamped upon its features. It was too
dreadful to' behold. 1 would fain have avertedl my gaze—
my eyes were fascinated—fixed—I could not withdraw them
from the ghastly countenance. I shrank from it, yet stirred
not—I could not move a limb. Noiselessly gliding towards
me, the apparition approached—I1 could not retreat—it stood
obstinately beside me. I became like one half dead. The
phantom shook its head with the deepest despair; and as the
word ¢ Return!” sounded hollowly in my ears, it gradually
melted from my view. I cannot tell how I recovered from the
swoon into which I'fell, but day-break saw me on my way to
England. Iam here. On that night—at that same hour, my
father died.” -

« It was, after all, then, a supernateral summons that you
received 1"’ said Small.

¢ Undoubtedly,” rel)lied Ranulph. .

. »The coincidence, I own, is sufficiently cufious,” returned
Small, musingly; ¢ and. it is difficult te offer any satisfactory
explanation of the delusion.”

¢ Delusion !"” echoed Ranulph; ¢there was no delusion—
the figure was as galpab]e as your own. Can I doubt, when I
behold this result? Could any deceit have been practised dpon
me, at that distance ?—the precise time, moreaver, agreeing.
Did not the phantom bid me return 7—I have returned—he 1s
dead. I have gazed upon a being of another world. To doubt
were impious, after that look.” -

« Whatever my opinions may be, my deat young friend,”
said Small, ¢ I will suspend them for the present—you are still
greatly excited ; let me advise you to seek some repose.”

« ] am easier,” replied Ranulph; ¢ but you are right, I will
endeavour to snatch a little rest. * Something within tells me-
all is not yet accomplished. What remains 1—I shudder to
think -of it. I will rejoin you at midnight—I shall myself at-.
tend this solemnity—Adieun !”

Ranulph quitted the room. Small sighingly shook his head,
and having lighted his pipe, was presently buried in a profun-
dity of emoke and metaphysical speculation.

8%



CHAPTER VIIL

Fran.de Mad. Your unhappy husband

3 8 dead—

Vit. Cor. Oh, he's a happy husband ! -
- Now he owes nature nothing.

Mon. And look upon this creature as his wife.

She comes not like a widow—she comes armed
With scorn and impudence. Is this her mourring

habit ?
Tue Waite Devir.

THE progress of our narrative demands our presence in am-
other apartment of the hall—a large darksome chamber, situate
in the eastern wing of the house, which we have before described
as the most ancient part of the building—the sombre appear-
ance of which was edgreatly increased by the dingy, discoloured
tapestry that clothed its wells, the record of the patience and
industry of a certain Dame Dorothy Rookwood, who flourished
some centuries ago, and whose skilful needle had illustrated
the slaughter of the Innocents, with a severity of guste, and san-
guinary minuteness of detail, truly surprising, in a lady so ami-
able as she was represented to have been. Grim-visaged Herod
glared from the ghostly woof, with his shadowy legions, cxe-
cuting their murderous purposes, grouped like an infernal host
around him. Mysterious twilight, admitted through the deep,
dark, mullioned windows, revealed the antique furniture of the
room, which still boastéd a sort of dusky splendour, more

imposing, perhaps, than its original gaudy. magnificence, and -

showed the lofty hangings, and tall, hearse-like canopy of a
bedstead, once a couch of state, but now destined for the repose
of Lady Rookwood. The stiff crimson hangings were embroi-
dered in gold, with the emblazonment of Elizabeth, from whom
the apartment, having once been occupied by that sovereign,
obtained the name of the ¢ Queen’s Room.”

The sole tenant of this chamber was a female, in whose
countenance, if time and strong emotion had written strange
defeatures, they had not obliterated its striking beauty, and
classical grandeur of contour. Her’s was a face majestical and
~ severe—an index of a soul, at once daring in conception, and
resolute in action; changeless in its purposes—unyielding—
haughty. Pride, immeasurable pride, was stamped in all its
lines; and though each passion was, by turns, developed, it was
evident that all were subordinate to that sin by which the angels
fell. The outline of her face was formed in the purest Grecian
mould, and would have been a model for the representation of
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some vengeful deity; so mueh did the gloomy grandeur of the
brow, the severe chiselling of the lip, the rounded beauty of
the throat, and the faultless symmetry of her full form, accord *
with the beau ideal of antique perfection. Shaded by smooth folds
of raven hair, which still maintained its jetty dye, her lofty fore-
head would have been displayed to the greatest advantage, had
it not been at this moment corrugated and deformed, by excess
of - passion, if that passjon can be said to deform, which onl
calle forth strong and vehement expression. Her figure, whie
wanted only height to give it dignity, was arrayed in the garb
of widowhood ; and if she exhibited none of the anguish and
desolation of heart, which such a bereavement might have been
expected to awaken, she was evidently a prey to feelings
scarcely less harrowing. At the particular time of which we
speak, this person was occupied in the perusal of a pile of
papers. Her gaze, at length, became riveted upon a letter,
taken from a heap of others, which at once arrested her atten-
tion. As she read, her whole soul became absorbed in its con-
tents. Suddenly she raised herself, and, crushing the letter
within her hand, cast it from her; with a look of ineffable
scorn. ,

¢ Fool! fool!” exclaimed she, aloud, * weak, wavering, and
contemptible fool—this alone was wanting, to fulfil the measure
of loathing for thee, and for thy memory. The very air I
breathed with thee in life, seemed contaminated with thy pre-
sence. With thee near me, I had ever the consciousness of
the hated ties which bound us together, which I would have
broken, .could I thereby have accomplished my purposes; but
now that I deemed I was for ever ridden of thee—thou despised
worm—that thou shouldst have the power to injure me thus—to
blight my fairest plans—to put a bar between me and my views
—to inflict 2 wrong which could only have been cancelled by
thy life, which should have been the forfeit, had I known this
heretofore ; to think that I can no longer reach thee—that death
has placed an impassable barrier between us, which even. re-
venge cannot o’erleap. 7That thought galle me—astings me to
the quick ; and if curses can reach beyond the grave, may mine
meet thee there, and cling to thee; may heaven adjudge thee to
an eternity of torture, agonizing as the hell of heart I now en-
dare! And surely,” added she, after a pause, the ﬂam.e‘gf
vengeance which I felt to be part of the spirit that burns within
me, will not expire, when I throw off' this fleshly shroud—nor
be incapable of executing its tremendous purposes. Oh that my
soul conld now pursue thee to thy viewless home!”

During the utterance of this imprecation, the features of
Lagy Rookwood, for she it was, had undesgone a marked and
fearfvul change. Her flaming eye, glistening with unnatural
brightnees, suddenly lost its lustre—her quivering lip, its agi-
tated motion—her distended nostril—its tension—her upraised



arm fell heavily to her side—she stood like one entranced, as
if transformed to stone. .

A deep-drawn sigh proclaimed the return of consciousness,
and her first movement was slowly to return to the escritoir,

whenoce she had taken the letter, which had caused her sgita-.

tion. Examining the papers which it contained, with great
deliberation, she threw each aside, as soon as she had satis-
fied herself of its purport, until she had arrived at a little ,i?qk-
age, carefully tied up with black ribbon and sealed. This,
Lady Rookwood hastily broke open, and drew forth a small
minfature. It was that of a female, young and beautiful,
rudely, yet faithfully executed—faithfully, we say, for there
was an air of sweetness, and simplicity—and, in_short, a look
of reality and pature, about the picture (it is seldom, indeed,
that we mistake a Xkeness, even if ignorant of the original),
which attested the artist’s fidelity. The face was radiant with
smiles, as a bright day with sunbeams. The portrait was set
in gold, and begind it was looped a lock of the darkest and
finest hair. A slip of paper was also attached to it.

Lady Rookwood scornfully scrutinized the featares for a few
moments,and then unfolded the paper, at the sight of which l".IG
started and turned pale. ¢ Thank God,” she cried, * this is in
my possession—while I hold this, we are safe. Waere it not
better to destroy this evidence at once ¥—No, no, not now—it
shall not part from me. I will abide Ranulph’s return. Placin
the marriage oertificate, for such it was, within her breast, anc
laying the miniature I:EOII the table, she next proceeded, deli-
berately, to arrange the disordered contents of the box. She
then stooped to pick up the crumpled letter, and after carefully
adjusting its creases, returned, once more, to its perusal.

All outward traces of emotion, had, ere this, become so sub-
dued, in Lady Rookwood, that although she had, only a few
moments previously, exhibited the extremity of passionate in-
dignation, she now, a;;lparently without effort, resumed entire
composure, and might have been supposed to be engaged in a
matter of little interest to hergelf. ft was a dread calm, which
they who kpew her would have trembled to behold. ¢ From
this letter, I gather,” exclaimed she, * that their wretched off-
sgring knows not of his fortune.—That is well—theré is no
channel, whence he can derive information, and my first care
shall be to prevent his obtaining any clue to the secret of his
birth. Tam directed to provide for him~ha, ha! I will p;{o—
vidle—a grave. There will I bury him and his secret. My
son’s security, and m{own revenge, demand it. I mustchoose
surer hands—the work must not i‘:a half done, as heretofore.

And now, I bethink me, he is in the neighbourhood, connected

with 8 gang of gipsies—’tis well”—even as she spoke, a
knock atgale chamﬂr door broke upon her modiuﬁonr ¢ Ag~
nes, is it yon ¥’ demanded Lady Rookwood,

A e —
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Thus summoned, the old attendant entered the room.
. “Why are my orders disobeyed 1 asked the lady, in a se-

vere tone of voice. ¢ Did I not say,when you delivered me
this. package from ,Mr. Coates,. which he himself wished to
present, I would be undistarbed.”

s You did, my Lady, but—" :

¢ Well,” said Lady Rookwood, somewhat more mildly,
perceiving, from Agnes’s manner, that she. had something of
importance to communicate. ¢ Whatis it brings thee hither,
now 1

% Sorry am I, exclaimed Agues, ¢ right sorry, to disturb
your Ladyship, but—but—"

¢ But what ?”’ .
¢ 1 could not help it, my Lady.—hyév-ld have me come;
he said he was resolved to see your L dyship, whether I would

or not.” ~

¢ Would see me, ha!—is it 80? T guess his errand, and its
object; he has some suspicion. o, that cannot be—he
;v.oulg not dare to tamper with these seals. I will not see

im.

* But he swears, my Lady, that he will not leave the house
without seeing you—he would have forced his way into your
- presence, if 1 had pot congented to announce him.”

¢ Insolent!” exclaimed Lady Rookwood, with a glance of
indignation; ¢ force his way! admitfhim. T promise you he
shall not display an equal anxiety to repeat the visit. Tell
Mr. Coates 1 will see him.” . .

¢ Mr. Coates !—bless ycu, my Lady, it’snot he; he’d never
have intraded upon you, unask’d, depend upon it. No; he
!mov;a, too well, what he’s about, to do such a thing. This
18—’

¢ Who 1
¢ Luke Bradley—your Ladyship knows who I mean.”
¢« He here—now ?—"’ -
¢t Yes, my Lady ; and looking so fierce and strange, I was
quite frightened to see him. He looked so like his—his—"" -
¢« His father, thou wpuldst say—speak out.”
¢ No, my Lady, hidﬁandfaﬁher—old_Si: Reginald. He’s the
very image of him; but had not your Ladyship better ring the
bell ? and when he eomes in, I’ll run and fetch the servants—
he’s dangerous, I’m suré.”
A ¢ Dangerous—how ? I have no fears of him. He will see
me, you say—""
. %Ay, will,” exclaimed Luke, as he threw orn the door, and
shat it forcibly after him, striding towards Lady Rookwood,
‘¢ nor abide longer delay.”
It was an instant or two, ere Lady Rookwood, thus taken by
surprise, could command speech. She fixed her eyes, with a
look of keen and angry inqniry,/:pon the bold intruder, who
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nothing daunted, confronted her gaze, with one as stern and
steadfast as her own. Luke was pale, even to ghastliness.

% Who are you, and what seek you ¥’ exclaimed Lady Rook-
wood, after a brief phuse, and, 1n spite of herself, her voice
sounded tremulously. ¢ What would you have with me, that
you venture to appear before me at this season, and in this
fashion 1" ' .

¢ I might have chosen a fitter fﬂportunity,” returned Luke,
¢ were it needed. My business wi
be pleased to overlook this intrusion on your privacy, at a sea-
son of sorrow, like the present. As to the fashion of my visit,
you must be content to excuse ¢hat—I cannot help myself—I
may amend hereafter. Who I am, you are able, I doubt not, to
surmise. #Vkat I seek, you shall hear, whea this old woman
has left the room, unless you would have a witness, to a decla-
tion that concerns you as nearly as myself,”

An indefinite feeling of apprehension had, from the first in-
stant of Luke’s entrance, crossed Lady Rookwood’s mind.
She, however, answered with some calmness :—

« What you can have to say, is of small moment to me—nor
does it signify who may hear it. It shall not, however, be
said, that Lady Rookwood feared to be alone, even though she
peril’d her life.”

“T am no assaesin,” replied Luke, * nor have sought the
destruction of my deadliest foe—though *twere but retributive
justice to have done so.” ’ )

Lady Rookwood started. . :

¢ You need not fear me,” replied Luke; ¢ my revenge will
be otherwise accomplished.” .

¢ Go,” said Lady Rookwood to Agnes—¢ yet—stay with-
out, in the anti-chamber.” ‘

I o M”y Lady,” said Agnes, scarcely able to articulate, ¢ shall
¢ Hear me, Lady Rookwood,” interrupted Luke, ¢ before
this woman departs. I intend you no injury—meditate no
harm to you, or to-any one—my object here is solely to obtain
a private conference with yoursel({ You can have no reason
for denying me this request. I will not abuse your patience—
mine is no idle mission. Say you refuse me, and I will at
once depart. A word will suffice—I am gone. I will find
other means of communicating with you—less direct, and
“therefore less desirable—make your election: but we must be
alohe—undisturbed. Summon your household—let them lay
hands upon me, and I will proclaim to all what you would
gladly hide, even from yourself.” X .
¢Leave us, Agnes,”’ said Lady Rookwood—¢¢alarm no
one. I have nofear. I can deal with him myself, should I
see occasion.”
¢ Agnes,” said Luke, in a stern deep whisper, arresting the

not brook delay—you mast .
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ancient hand-maiden ‘as she passed him, ¢ stir not from the
door 4ill I come forth. Have you foriotten your former mis-
tr_os]:t-rmy,mother! have you forgotten Barbara Lovel, and that
nig| ’ :

¢ In heaven’s name hush !” replied Agnes, with a shudder.

¢ Let that be fresh in your memory. Move not a footstep,
whatever you may hear,” ‘added he, in the same tone as before.

T will not—I will not ;”—and Agnes departed.

_Luke felt. some wavering in his resolution when he found
himself alon# with the 1ady, whose calm, collected, yet haughty
demeanor, as she resumed her seat, prepared for his communi-
cation, could not fail to inspire him with a certain degree of
awe.” Not unconscious of her advantafe, nor slow to profit by
it, Lady Rookwood remained perfectly silent, with her eyes
steadily and scratinizingly fixed upon his face, while his em-
barrassment momentarilg ine; . Summoning, at length, -
courage sufficient to address her, and ashamed of his want of
nerye, he thus broke forth :— )

¢ When I entered this room, you asked my name agd object.
As to the first, I answer to the same designation as your Lady-
ship. I have long borne my mother’s name—I now claim my
father’s. My object is the restitution of my rights.”

¢ Soh—it is as I suspected,” thought Lady Rookwood, in-
voluntaril’y casting her large eyes down—¢ Do I hear you
rightly ¥ exclaimed she, aloud—¢¢ your name is—"

¢ Sir Luke Rookwood. As my father’s elder born ; by right
of Ais right to that title.”

Ifa ﬁanee could have slaio him, Luke had fallen lifeless at
the lady’s feet. With a smile of disdain, she said, * I know,
not why I tolerate this insolent assumption of my son’s dignity,
even for an instant. This defamation of my husband’s name
from thy lips to me—"

¢ Defamation of him in mry lips, and to you!” interrapted
Luke, scornfully.

¢ Peace!” cried Lady Rookwood. I would learn how far
thy audacity will carry thee. The name you bear is Bradley?”

¢ In ignoranoce I did so,” replied Luke, ¢Iam the son of her
whose maidep name is Bradley. She was—" :

«*Tig false—I will not hear it—she was not,” cried Lady

Rookwood ; her vehemence getting the master of her prudence. . -

¢ Your Ladyship anticipates my meaning,” returned Luke.
'This is the house of mourning. He who lies a breathless
corpse within its walls, your husband was my father.”

¢ That may be true.”

¢« My mother was his wife.”

¢« Thou liest—ske his wife.”

« His wedded wife.” ,

« His mistress—his minion, if thou wilt ; nought else. 'Thou
frantic fool, who has juggled thee with a tale like this? Wife/

.



A low born jade, his wife : Sir Piers Rookwood’s wife—ha,
ha! thy fellow hinds would jeer thee out of this preposterous
notion.” Is it new to thee, that a village wench, who lends her-
self to shame, should be beguiled by such pretences * That
she was so duped, I doubt not; but 1t is too late now to com-
i)lain; and I would counsel thee not to repeat thine idle boast.

t will serve no other Purpose, trust me, than to blazon forth
thy mother’s dishonour.”

¢ Dishonour !” furiously reiterated Luke.  “ My mother’s
fame is as free from dishonour as your own. Injured she was
—her reputation, which was without blemish and without spot,
hath been tarnished and traduced; but it shall, ere long, be
made clear in the light of day; nor she, nor her offspring, be
. 8 by-word amongst men. Hear me, Lady Rookwood ; I assert

that Susan Braglaey was the first Lady of Sir Piers—that I,
her child, am first in the inheritance ; nay, am sole heir to her
husband’s estates and to his titles, to the exclusion of your
son. Ponder upon that intelligence—it is a truth—a truth I
can establish; for I have proofs—such proofs as will confound
you and your arts, were they dark and subtle as witchcraft. I
will burst your spells. Men say they fear you, as a thing of
ill. I fear you not—it is your turn to blanch. There kave been
days when the Rookwoods held their dames in subjection. 1Is
there nothing of the Rookwood about me ¥ .

As Lady Rookwood gazed at him, her heart acknowledged
the truth of his assertion. Passion prevented her speech.
She looked a scornful negative, and motioned Luke to depart.

¢ No !’ ‘exclaimed Luke; ¢ my errand is not complete ; nor
can I suffer your Ladyship to quit the room, till you have heard
me to an end.” .

¢t Not suffer me,” answered Lady Rookwood, raising herself,
andll,x’wving towards the door. ¢ How, ruffian, will you detain
me

¢ By showing you the danger of departure,” said Luke.
;:By your leave, Lady, you must obey me,” he added, taking

er arm. :
s¢Never!” exclaimed Lady Rookwood ; her hitherto scarce
governable passion enraged beyond all bounds by this last act.
¢ Obey thy mandate! Stay at /Ay bidding! Release my hand,
or by heavens 1 will stab thee on the spot.” And as Luke
uitted not his hold, she sudgenly snatched up a small penknife,

e only weapon of offence at hand, which happened to be lying
open upon the table, and struck it with all her force against his
breast. - Luke, however, sustained no injury. Encountering
some hard substance, the slight blade snapped at the haft, with-
out inflicting even a scratch, and Luke, grasping the hand that
had aimed the blow, forcibly detained it, whife a smile of fierce
triumph played upon his featares.

¢ What would you do?” exclaimed Lady Rookwood.

.

—,
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% Falsify your calumnies: yourself have furnished me with-
the' means, Look here. And clutching her hand, he drew
from out the folds of his waistcoat .the skeleton hand of his
mother, in the bones of which the broken blade was sticking.
¢ This dead hand, which has this-instant, in all robability,
preserved my life, was my mother’s! It has done this—it will
do more—it will accomplish all the rest. See,” added he,
stretching forth the shrunken finger, and placing it close by
Lady Rookwood’s own hand, who recoiled from contact with it,

.

as from the touch of a scorpion—¢ That ring was placed where -

you now see it before your own was proffered—that cold hand
was pressed o your husband’s, at the altar, before his faith was
llihted to you. His faith to her was broken, but the vows he
iroke, were marriage vows. 'The living hand may part with its
nnﬁ to another—the dead will retain. possession, while matter
shall endare. Compare ‘theri tegether. The ona through her
brief life, was ever gentle, ever kindly, ever yielding—the other'.
grasping, severe, inexorable. That is instinct with vitality—

with l)ower—this incapable of motion=—dead. Yet shall this-

nerveless hand accomplish more than the living. Years have
flown since this ring was placed upon’ the finger; yet hath it
not corroded—not relinquished its hold. Look at it, Ladys
consider it well—toach it—examine it—"tis real—actual—your
own in shape—in substance—in design ; for the same holy end
procured—with the same solemn plight bestowed—all the
same—save that it was the first—ay, the first—let that confound
you—Tlet that convince you. With what a voice this silent cir-
clet speaks—how eloquent—how loud. I have no other wit-

ness—yet will this suffice. Of those to whom I owe mybeing, -

both are dead. Can neither answer to my call? She sleeps
within the tomb that now yawns to receive him: he is on his
way thither: yet Zkis remains to answer for both—to cry-out,
as from the depths of the grave, for justies to me. Look at it,
1 say: can you look and longer doubt? You cannot—dare not
<—do not. 1 read conviction in your quaking glance—in your
averted conntenance. - .

‘Saying which, he relinquished his hold, and Lady Rookwood
withdrew her hand. There is an eloqauence, inspired by intense
emotion, so vivid, that it never-fails to produce a convincing
effect, even upon an anditor the most determinately incredulous.
So was it with Lady Rookwood. Aware, beforehand, of the
truth of Luke’s statement, she would nevertheless have ad-
mitted nothing ; but her daring determination was overwhelmed

- by surprise at the extent of his knowledge, and by the irre-
sistible vehemence of his manner. - With little of their cha-
racteristic caution, Luke seemed to inherit al] the lnbo:n, terri-
ble impetuosity of his ancestry; and Lady Rookwood’s secret
soul admitted, that one of the 9mmw order as the ﬁerpo mee
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with whose remorseless annals éhe was too well uainted,
was before her. Some flashes of such a spirit she had hereto-
fore observed in Sir Piers; but a violenee like the present she
had never before beheld. She heard his words, and her heart,
while it swelled with rage, trembled with fear, as yet unknown
to her. Contending emotions agitated her frame; pride,
shame, rage, and fear, strove for the mastery. With averted
head, she seemed lost in thought, while Luke gazed darkly on,
Suddenly she turned round, exclaiming in a tone that startled

irh, a8 much as the unexpected admission which her words
ocontained, )

¢ ] anx convineed it is so. You are his son.”

. % You admit it 1’
- ¢ Have I not said so 1"’

¢«The title is my right 1’

¢« Granted.”

¢The lands 1’

¢« Your rifht aleo.”

¢« You will yield possession 1*’ . .

“ When you have won it: but not till #hen. Fool!Ido you
take me for an idiot like yourself—like your father? I do be-
kieve your story—there is no degradation of which I do not
deem Sir Piers to have been capable. All thou couldst invent,
of folly aud insanity, would not equal my conceptions of his
cajmoity to enact them. I believe it all—fully, implicitly ;- yet
I defy thee. Let the thought, that I know thy riggts, but will
. never acknowledge them, rankle, like a barbed arrow, in thy
side; and that I also know thy inability to maintain them.
T'hou can’st not prove it. ‘Ha, ha! Now where are thy boasted
rights,—~thy vaunted titles,~—thy imaginary honours,—thy air-
built castles—thy unsubstantia{visions of greatness? lgissi-

ated by a breath. Listen to me. The marriage was secret—
it was without a witness—I alone could preve it. Now you
have your answer. Tell what you have heard to the world—
repeat my words—who will believe you? Try the Jaw: we
are in possession—in power; you are poor, unfriended, un-
known ; no, not unknown: your character is too well known—
your name is recognized as that of a desperado, familiar with
vice and crime—capable of any deed, however daring. - Who
will credit sucl} a tale from you? supported by such evidence
a8 you can lmn{; who are already amenable to the laws of
your country?  Your life is at this moment forfeited, for a
murderous assault committed last night, upon the keeper of my
park. . For this you, the elder born of Sir Piers Rookwood—
the heir arent to his title—the inheritor of his honourable
nhmo, skall suffer the extreme penalfy of the law ; for by the
gz(‘l' ll'),ove gu‘:; I vl(il_l prosecute you—gumne you to the dyeath

ow, braggart, solicit my mercy—im: - ue
for my terms. You are Zzy prisyoner.’ ek f lemency—sue
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¢ Your prisoner! Lady Rookwood,” returned Luke, laughin
scornfully. ¢ Were your murderous intentions to bepumshaf,
you were mine. Thrice have you aimed at my life—twioce ere
this—fate has preserved me; but information of your plots has
reached me. You cannot crush me; I rise again, to triumph.
What hinders me, armed as I am, for I am armed, to compel
you, at the peril of your life, to subscribe a declaration of your
avowed conviction upon the spot? What hinders me, I say,
but a sense that my just cause will triumph ? 1 leave itsagency
to her who hath done thus much. Heaven will direct me—my
mother will guide me.”

¢¢ To the gibbet,” cried Lady Rookwood—¢ whence nought
shall rescue thee. Like all fiends, the evil spirit that hath served
thee, will fail thee at the last.”

¢ T place my trust in Aer,” said Luke. At that moment hid
eye was riveted by the miniature, which it accidentally en-
countered. He stooped to raise it. It came like a confirmation,
a beacon in the storm—a directing light—he pressed it to his
lips. ¢ Did I not say so?” exclaimed he; *how else would
this have fallen into my hands?” . '

¢ "Tis accident,” said Lady Rookwood, amaxed at the oc-
currence.

¢ Accident!”’ cried Luke ; ¢ ’tis fate—the fate that presides
over my doom. Was it accident last night, when the grave
yielded up its dead ? when she whose face and features are here
pourtrayed, fresh and fair as the day whereon she breathed,
were for the first time revealed to me? No! injured, sainted
spirit, the hour of expiation is at hand. 1, thy son, will'be the
minister of thy retribution.”” Kissing the picture, he placed it
next his heart.

Once or twice during this speech Lady Rookwood’s glances
had wandered towards the bell, as if about to summon did, but
the intention was abandoned almost as soow as formed, proba-
bly from apprehension of the consequences of any such attempt.
She was not without alarm, as to the result of the interview,
and was considering how she could bring it to a termination
without endangering herself; and, if possible, secure at the
same time the person of Luke, when the latter, turning sharply
round upon her, and drawing a pistol, exclaimed—

¢¢ Follow me !” . g

¢« Whither, and for what ¥’ answered she, in astonishment ?

¢ T'o the room where lies your husband ¥*

« Why there? what would yon do ? villain! I will not trast
my life withyou. I will not follow you.”

«: Hesitate not, as you value your life. Do eught to alerm
the house, and I fire. Your safety depends upon yourself. [
would see his body, ere it is laid in the grave. I will not
leave you here,” :
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¢ Go,” said Lady Rookwood ; ¢ if that be all, I pledge my-
self you shall not be interrupted.” . j \

¢ 1 will not take your pledge; your presence shall be my
surety. By her unavenged memory, if you play- me false,
though all your satellites stand around you, you die dpon the
spot. Obey me, and you are safe. Our way leads to the room
by the private staircase—we shall pass unobserved—you see I
know the road. The room, by your own command, is vacant
—=ave of the dead. Allow me to compliment you upon your
caution. We shall be alone. This done, I depart. You will
then be free to act. Disobey me, and your blood be upon your
own head.” : .

¢ Lead on,” said Lady Rookwood, pressing towards the anti~
chamber. .

¢ The door I mean is there,” pointing to another part of the

. rogm—=¢¢ that panel——"’

¢ Ha! how know you that?” -

¢ No matter—follow.”

Luke touched a spring, and the panel flying open, disclosed
a dim recess, into which Luke entered; and, seizing Lady
Rookwood’s hand, dragged her after him.

S———

CHAPTER IX.

Mischief, that may be help’d, is hard to know ;
And danger, going on, still multiplies.
‘Where harm Euth many wings, care comes too late T
Yet hasty attempts make chance precipitate.
. Lorp BreoxE. Avraman.

Tag ¢ Queen’s Room” formed one of a suite of apartments
traversing the entire eastern wing of the Hall, the upper gal ery
of which was exclusively devoted, during the later years of her
husband’s life, to Lady Rookwood’s occupation. Thg anti-
quated grandeur, and madgnificent, though tarnished equipage,
of these apartments, were, it may be supposed, more to her -
taste than the modern conveniences of other rooms, and she
domineered it within them, as the bird of night broods amidst
the ruins of a desecrated fane, in silent, solitary state. None,
save her ancient attendant, Agnes, was suffered to approach
her ‘chamber, without an especial summons ; a prohibition which
was much more satisfactorily complied with than the oceasional
attendance upon her Ladyship, which was also of necessity re-
quired. It has more than once been incidentally remarked,
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that this wing claimed an earlier date than any other part of
y p
the house ; and the massive construction of its wals, as well
asits distance from quasters more inhabited, rendered it impert |
vious to sound, or disturbance of any kind, and, so far, a desi>
Table retreat. . But the same cause precluded the possibility of
procunngrugl, in case of any such dangerous emergency as the
resent. This latter consideration, however, weighed little with
Lady Rookwood. Fear was unknown toher, and she required
little attendance, though at all times imperatively insisting
upon servile obedience. - ]
The reeess upon which the panel opened, had been a small
oratory, and though entirely disused, still retained its cushions
and it crucifiz. There were two other entrances to this place
of prayer; the one communicating with a further bed-chamber,
the other leading to the gallery. Through the latter, after
closing the aperture, withont relinquishing his grasp, Luke
passed. . , .
It was growing rapidly dark, and at the brightest seasons
this gloomy corridor was but im(rerfect.ly lighted from narrow -
windows that Jooked into the old, quadrangular court~yard be- .
low; and as they issued from the oratory a.dazzling flash of
lightning (a storm having suddenly arisen) momentarily illu-
“mined the whole length of the passage, disclosing the retreating
figure of a man at sxe other extremity of the gallery. Lady
Rookwook uttered an outery for assistance, but the man, who-
ewer he might be, disappeared in the instantaneously succeed-
ing gloom, leaving her in doubt whether or not her situation
ha% n perceived. Luke had seen the figure at-the game in-
stant; and, -not without apprehensions lest hie plans should be
defeated, he griped Lady Rﬁokwood’s arm still more strictly,
and placing the muzzle of the pietol to her breast, hurried her
rapidly forwards. Descending a spiral staircase, which led
‘winding from the gallery to the lower story, the sound of
voices in conversation were distinetly heard through the thin
partition which separated them from the speakers. ‘
« A word, and ’tis your last,” whispered Luke, pressing the
pistol to her side. . o
*Nothing doubting, from the determined fierceness of his
magner, that he would make good his words, and trusting still
to soms fortuitous occurrence for deliverance, Lady Rookwood,
pow within call, though not within reach, of assistance, wes
silent. A loud laugh proceeded from the parties in the ¢hami-
.ber, and with that instinctive quickness, with whieh everybody
_recognizes the familiar sound, she heard her owa namé pro-
nounced, coupled with ao epithet which sounded anything bat
polite, s applied to a lady. She had no difficulty in distin-
guishing the tones of the voice to be.thoee of Titus Wel.
Luke lingered. The language of the speakers seemed sach

28 $o assure him. of his security, and he was not uawilling that
9 * .

-
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Lady Rookwood should hear an unbiassed opinion of herself
and of her condugt. .

“I wonder how long the ould Jezabel will keep us out of
the state room 1"’ continued Titus, for it was he. .

¢ Can’t say, indeed,” returned another voice, which Lady
- Rookwood knew at once to be Mr. Coates’s; * till midnight,
most likely, unless ke prevents it. For my part, I wonder what
the devil takes her there, unless, between ourselves, she wishes
to be beforehand with the old gentleman—ha! ha! one would
think she’d never have gone there of her own accord. How-
ever, as I said. before, she’s got somebody to manage her,
now.’

“Ay! ay!” answered Titus, ¢ that youngster will see she
does no mischief, he’ll take her in hand now; hg’ll have all
properly done, for his father’s sake. By St. Patrick, only to
think of his coming upon us so unawares. Pve not half reco-
vered my surprise yet.”

¢ What will Lady Reokwood say, I wonder, when she sees
him,” replied Coates; she’d no notion whatever of it; I’'m
Bure it will come upon her like a clap of thunder. I wonder
how he got his information—that puzzles me. I thought he
was too much out of the way to have heard——"

“That’'s what bothers me,” replied Titus. How did he
learn it? But what matters that, Here he is—he’s master
now; and if he takes my adviee, he'll soon make the house-
clane of her presence. I'll give him a helping hand, with all
the pleasure in life.” :

. “ While on that subject,’” returned the other, ¢ there’s one
thing more I've got to say—but you’ll be silent—I wouldn’t
have it reach her ears for the world, at least, as coming from me;
thou{ N ?erhaps, it might be as well she did learn a [ittle that's
said behind her back.  You must know—-"" _

‘< Pass on,” interrupted Lady Rookwood ; ¢ I will nat stay
to hear myself reviled; or,” thought she, ¢ are these, also, in
his confidence? The plot is desper than I dream’d it.”

Equally surprised with herself at the conversation he had
overheard, which appeared to refer 1o his own situation, though
he could in nowise conceive how the speakers obtained their
information, unless from the incautions loquacity of Peter
Bradley, Luke had listened in silent wonder. The coincidence
“was, indeed, curious, and affected both parties in different de-
grees. On the one hand, Luke, though perplexed and astounded,
was inspired by confidence; while, on the other, Lady Rook-
wood was filled with dismay and indignation. Ever distrust-
ful of all around her, she was satisfied that Coates had clandes-
tinely g)sueseed himsélf of the secret of Luke’s le, itimacy, and
of the fact of the marriage, by breaking the seal of the pac
and that he had subsequently betrayed it. It was diffic t:
indeed, to reconcile this notion with the delivery of the papers
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to her, together with the inclosure of the all-important certifl-
cate; but of the existence of a confederacy apainst her she felt
fully convinced. Thus doubting, thus misgiving, her vindictive
soul was busied in framing schemes for the overthrow of their
lans, and .the execution of her own revengeful purposes.
helming as the ocean, came the full tide of her wrath; and
gould she at that moment have commanded that raging element’
to rise and destroy, her furious impulse would have prompted
her to confound her supposed enemies and herself in one com-
mon fate. With some such thought, determined, though she
should seal her own doom, rather than fail defeating their
plans, did Lady Rookwood suffer herself to be conducted on-
wards.

All was now in total obseurity—neither countenance could
be perceived, as they trod the dark passage; but Luke’s unre-
laxed p indicated no change in his purposes, nor did the
slow, dignified march of the lady betray any apprehension on
her part. Their way lay beneath the entrance hall. It was a
means of communication little ised, crossing from one side of
the hall to tife other, and received no light, but what was af-

-forded from above. Their tread sounded hollowly on the

flagged floor—no cther sound was heard. Mounting a stair-
case, similar to the one from which they had just descended,
they arrived at another passage. A few paces brought them to
the door. Luke turned the handle, and they stood within the
chamber of the dead. :

The teader is already aware of the custom observed by the
Rookwood family, respecting the solemnization of their funeral
obsequies, at midnight, and by torch light. It remains to in-
form him of another practice, not so rare, namely, the laying of
the corpse in state, upon the night of the burial. There was,
however, a revolting peculiarity attending this observance.
Placed within its shell, the body was never soldered down,
until after the grisly mass had been exposed to the gaze of the
tenantry ; and, in consequence of the horrible exhibitions of
which he had heard, and indeed seen, express directions were
left by Sir Piers, that his remains should be embalmed, imme-
diately after his demise. In addition to this, was the disposi-
tion of an unusual allowance of .wine and wassail to the ten-
antry, it being Sir Piers’s opinion, that human nature, even in

-glef, requires support ; and that, with every glass he swallows,

e regret of the mourner waxes deeper and more sympathetic,
and his laments louder and more strong. And that he was
right, the event proved. No Lord of Rookwood had been half
80 liberal, or wag half so much regretted ; and if sighs would
waft him thither, the worthy Squire was already safe in ¢ Ar-
thur’s bosom—if ever han went to Arthur’s bosom.” His in-
structions had been more than fulfilled by Titus Tyreonnel.
Brimmers of strong ale, goblets of choice wines, flasks of more
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potent liquors, together with a goodly supply of baked meats,
and other viands, were at the service of every comer ; aad now
having eaten and dranken their fill, all were desirous ef taking
a last farewell of him to whom they were indebted for their
entertaipment ; nor, perhaps, at the same time, without a de-
sire to behold a spectacle, which had formed, for many days,
the chief topic of conversation in the neighbourhood—the body
lying in solemn state. For this purpose they had congregated
in the hall, before a door that opened inte room in whiock
the body was placed 3 but all admission having been refused,
by the commands of Lady Rockwood, until ten o'clock, as it
wanted some quarter of hour to that time, the mutes, who
were stationed at the door, dared not, for their lives permit any
ome to enter.

The room which contained the remains of poor Sir Piers,
was arrayed in all that mockery of state, which, vainly at-
tempted to deride desth, is, 4tself, a bitter derision the
living. It was the one devoted to the principal meals of the
day—a strange choice, but convenience had . dictated its adq)
tion by those with whom this part of the oeremonial had o&
ginated, and long custom had rendered its no:ﬁe, for this pur-
pose, almost prescriptive. This room, which was of some
size, had =or‘i;%inally ormed part of the great hall, from which
it was divided by a thick screen of dark lustrously varnished
osk, enriched with fanciful figures, carved in bald relief. The
walls were panelled with the same embrowned material, and
sustained sundry portraits of the members of the family, in
-every style and fashion of investiture, from the steely tvap-
pings of Sir Ranulph, down to the courtly costume of Sir Re-
ginald. Most of the race were ranged around the room; and
seen in the red’ light shed upon their features by the fiaring
wax flambeaux, they looked like an array of solemn silent wit-
nesses, gazing upon their departed descendant. The sides of
the chamber were hung with black, from the surbase to the
floor, and upon a bier in the middle of the room rested the
bodg. A wide and ample pall of rich, sable velvet was spread
of the supporters of the yet uncloeed coffin. Broad escutch-
eons, decked out in glowing colours, pompously eet forth the
heraldic horours of the departed. )1 ‘lights burat at the
head and feet, and fragrant perfumes diffused their odours from
silver censers. But that which suggested the most painfal
reflection of all, to those who had known him, was the conai-
deration that, in this very rocm-~—eay, on the very spot, whers
he pow rested an inanimate heap, surrounded with all the in-
signia of mortality, had Sir Piers caroused and made glad,
with health and spirits, and friends to boot; where he was
now, silent and laid low, had he shouted 'till the rafiers had
rung ag:‘:n, with his boisterous merriment. Another hour, and
even this room should have lost all trace of him. It had

A




105

been the theatre of his revelry and rejoicing, through the rough
drama of his life; it was meet, that the last scene of his
earthly pilgrimage should close there likewise. .
The entrance of Luke and his unwilling companion had been
abrapt. The transition from darkness to the glare of light, was
almost blinding, and they had advanced far into the room ere
Lady Rookwood perceived a man whom she took to be one of
the mutes, leaning over the bier, before her. The coffin lid
was entirely removed, and the person, whose back was towards
them, appeared to be wrapt in mournful contemplation of the
sad spectacle within. Suddenly bursting from Luké’s hold,
Lady Rookwood rushed forwards with a scream, and touched
the man’s shoulder. He started at the summons, and disclosed
the features of her son !
. _Rapidly as her own act, Luke followed. He levelled the
_pistol at her head, but his hand dropped to his side, as he en-
countered the glance of Ranulph. All three seemed paralyzed
by surprise. Ranulph, in astonishment, extehded his arm to
his mother, who, placing one arm over his shoulder, pointed
with the other to Euke; the latter stared sternly and inquiring- -
ly at both—yet none spake.

CHAPTER X.

.- We're sorry .
His violent act has e’en drawn blood of honour,
And stained our honours;
‘Thrown ink upon the forehead of our fame,
‘Which envious spirits will dip their pens into
After our death, and blot us in our tombs;
For that which would seem treison in our lives,
Is laughter when we’re dead. Who dares now whisper,
’ That',‘gures not then speak out; and even proclaim,
‘With loud words, and broad pens, our closest shame ?
Tak REvENGER's TRAGEDY.
StERN, indeed, must that bosom be—insensible beyond even
callous humanity, that would not thrill with gladness at the
“sight of a long absent child. .As tenderly as it was in her iron
nature to do, %id Lady Rookwood love her son. Her love was
" the stronger, perchance, in that if aught she loved, ‘twas him,
and him alone—all else she hated. In him all her affection was
concentred—for him, no sacrifice was too great—for his worldly
weal she would have braved eternal perdition. And now, atan
unlopked-for moment, whén she deemed him absent in a foreign
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land—when his retarn was what she wished for most—what
she would have prayed for, had she Xruyed for aught—he stood
before her ; in her hour of peril, and distress, his succouring
arm was upraised to defend her. Her son was with her;—
her enemy—hiz enemy, within her grasp. Triomph flashed
within her eye, and her heart exulted. For one instant she had
doubtfully upon his face—her frame shaking with emo-
tion. Spirits she had heard, have wandered near their fleshy
tabernacles at such hours as these, and the features seemed so
like his father’s that she scarce knew what construction to put
upon the apparition she beheld. The doubt was of momentary
duration. The next instant saw her in the attitude we have
attempted to describe. .
With that quickness of perception, which at once supplies

information on such an emergency, Luke instantly conjectured

who was before him. Startled as he was, he yet retained his

:omposm, abiding the result, with his arms folded vpon his
reast.

¢ Seize him,” cried Lady Rookwood, as soon as she could
command her speech.

# ¢ He rushes on his death—if he but stir,” exclaimed Luke,
ointinﬁ his pistol ; *and you, his mother, shall answer for his
ife. He is unarmed—he cannot cope with me.”

s¢ Bethink you where you are, villain?" cried Ranulph; « you
are entrapped in your toils. #Submit yourself to our mercy—
resistance is vain, and will -net secure your safety, while it will
aggravate your offence. Surrender yourself—""

yi‘; g?’ver," answered Luke; “know you whom you ask to

(-] .

¢ How should 11 .answered Ranulph.

¢ By that instinct which tells me who you are. Askker—
she can inform you, if she will.”

¢ A villain—an impostor,” returned Lady Rookwood.
¢ Parley not with him—seize him, at all hazards—his life is

1)};: }jfe. He is a robber, a murderer, who has assailed my
ife.

¢t Beware,” cried Luke to Ranulph, who was preparing to
obey lLiis mother’s eommands—I am no imposter—no robber—
no murderer—my soul is as free from stain of guilt like that,
though I have many offences to answer for. Do not make me

a fratricide.” :

¢ Fratricide!” echoed Ranulph, recoiling.

¢ Ay, fratricide, in our déad father’s presence.’’

¢ Heed him not,” ejaculated Lady Rookwood. ¢t is false
~he dares not harm thee, for his soul—I will call assistance.”

¢«Hold; mother!” exclaimed Ranulph, detaining Lad

Rookwood ; ¢ this man may be what he represents iimul{

Before we proceed to extremities I would question him, I

-
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would not have mentioned it in your hearing, could ithave been
avoided, but my father had a son.”

Lady Rookwood frowned. She would have checked him,
but Luke rejoined— .
L “Y,c,ou have spoken the truth, he had a son. I am he—

¢ Be silent, I command you,” - vociferated Lady Rookwood.

¢« Silent!” cried Luke, in a loud vofce, Why should I be
silent at your bidding—at your’s—who regard no laws, human
or divine; who pursue your own fell purposes, without fear of
God or man. aste not your frowns on me—I heed them not.
Death! do you thipk I am like a tame houad, to be cowed to
silence? I wil speak. Ranulph Rookwood, the name you
bear is mine, and by a right as good as your own. From his
loins, who lies a corpse before us, I sprang. No brand of shame
is on my birth. I am his som—his lawful begotten—his first
born—your brother—your elder brother. - Tome pertains all you
- now call your own. Nay, glance not at me so. Threaten me
not. Hear me. I say not this to taunt you. I assert ne
falsehood. I avouch the trath. You bade me think within
whose presence I stood; bring the thought home to yourself,
for by that awful formn I swear—I would call the dead to wit-
ness the oath. Ha! do you heed me now,” continued Luke,
observing the shuddering effect which this last appeal produced
on Ranulph. ¢ Yes,” cried he, rushing towards the bier,
st here lies he, within his coffin, cold and dead, who through
life deserted me. What if he could arise, and speak for me?
Then might the living tremble at the tale he could tell. - Hear
me! By this body, my fatker’s body, I-swear that I am his
son~ hjs legitimate—his first born; and though to me he hath
never been, what 40 a son a father should be ; though I have
never known his smile, never felt his caresses, never received
his blessing, yet now be all forgiven, all forgotten.” And he
cast himseFf, with frantic violence apon the coffin!

Ttis difficult to describe the feelings with which Ranulph
heard the avowal conveyed by Luke’s passionate words.
Amazement and dread predominated. Coupling the fearful
scene now before his eyes, with the remembtance of the phan-
tom he imagined he had beheld, he listened to Luke’s adjura-
tion with a sensation that made his flesh creep upon his bones.
His worst fears seemed to be realized, and in a manner, as a
palling, and almost as preternatural, as the vision itself. Unable
to move, he stood gazing on in silence. Not so Lady Rook-
wood. The moment for action was arrived. Yet even she had
some doubts about the line of conduct most prudent to be pur-
sued. Luke was in her power. Should she summon the
household—proclaim him a lunatic—a robber—an assailant—
imprison him~—or drive him from the house? All, or any of
these expedients, she might have recourse’ to ; but none were
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unattended by danger, or dificulty. She must do this to secure
him. Her retainers were sfill faithful to her ; of that, Ranulph’s
resence assured her; as she at once saw her mistake in attri-
Euting to Luke’s situation the chance expressions she had
. overheard, and which had alarmed her so much at the moment,
when they so evidently applied to her son’s unexpected return.
On their fidelity she could therefore depend. With all these
aids—with a certainty of securing him—the task was neverthe-
less.not without hazard, and might endanger all, nay, advance
the cause she would fain defeat. This Lady Rookwood felt.
Luke was fearless—eloquent—desierate; he might sell his life
dearly; but that Weighed little with her, if he were slain: on
the other hand, he might escare-—he might be teken with life
—his defence might be so fallant as to produce a strong im-
reasion.in his favour; he might, she was sure he would,
« . blazon forth his etory; and that, at this season, when all the
neighbourhood, and perchance his friends amongst the number,
were assembled, was a scandal she could not brook. Her eye
rolled inwardly, as these thoughts swept darkly across her
brain. Suddenly she became tranquil. There is a calm
within the storm, more to be dreaded than the whirlwind’s
self. Addressing her son, she said, in a hollow voicer—— .

% You have heard what he says 1"’

« I have ;** answered he, mournfully.

¢ And you believe him 1"’

I can scarce do otherwise. Compare his assertions with
what my father, himself, declared to me, before my departure
from England. You may remember it. Youa spoke of the
entailment of the lands of Rookwood, averring them to be mine
unalienably. Have you forgotten his reply 7"

¢ No,” answered Lad l%ookwood; *1 have not forgotten
it; but I will baulk his designs. And now,” added she in a
whisper, ¢ thy prey is within thy power. Attack him "

¢ Wherefore,” answered Ranulph: «if he be my brqsher,
shall I raise my band against him ¢ .

¢ Wherefore not ¥’ returned Lady Rookwood.

¢ "Twere an accursed deed,”” replied Ranulph. ¢ The mys-
tery is salved. 'Twas for this that I was summoned home.”

¢« Ha! what sayest thou }——summoned ¥’ '

. % Who summened thee ¥’

s My father!””

“Thy father "’ echoed Lady Rookwood in great surprise.

¢ Ay, my dead father! He hath appeared to me since his
decease ; nay, on the moment when his spirit departed to bid
me return; why, I knew not. The doubt is now made clear.”

s Ranulph, Yyou rave-——you are distracted with grief—with
aetoﬂshme‘:tﬁ’ L N ™

¢ No, mother; he was in the right. e dead will witne
for him. I will not straggle agaugnrt my destiny.” "




% Destiny! ha—eraven—dastard—thou art not my son; not
the child of Maud Rookwood ; no offspring of her’s would utter
such a word. Destiny ! ha—ha—thy destiny is Rookwood, its
manors, its lands, its rent-roll, and its title; nor shalt thou
yield it to a base-born churl like this, Let him prove his
rights. Let him obtain them. Let the law adjudge them to
him, and we will yield—will cease to struggle—but not till
thaq. Baut I tell thee he has nof the right, nor can he maintain it.
He is a deluded dreamer, who, having heard some idle tale of
his birth, believes, because it chimes with his wishes, and
now asserts it. He told it me. I treated it with the scorn it
deserved. I would have driven him from my presence, but he
was armed, as thou seest, and forced me hither, perhaps to
murder me; a deed he might have accomplished had it not
been for thy intervention. His life is already forfeit, for an at-
tempt of the same sort last night. Why else came he hither?

L4

for-what else did he drag me to this spot? Let him answer

that!” .

1 will answer it,” replied Luke, raising himself from thebier;
his face was of an ashy paleness, and ghastly as the corpse over
which he leaned. .«I had a deed to do, which I wished you to
witness. - It was a wild conception; but the means whereby I
have acquired the information of my rights, was wild—we are
both the slaves of inevitable necessity. Thou hast received thy
summons hither—I have had mine. Thy father’s ghost called
thee ; my mother’s spectral hand beckoned me. oth are ar-
rived. One thing more remains, and my mission is com-

leted.” Saying which, he drew forth the skeleton hand and,

aving fitst removed the wedding ring from the ﬁnger, placed
it upon the left breast of the body. ¢ Rest there,” he cried,
¢ for ever.”

¢« Will you suffer that?”’ said Lady Rookwood, tauntingly, to
her son.

¢ No,” replied Ranulph; *such profanation of the dead
shall not be endured, were he ten times my brother. Stand
aside,” added he, advancing towards the bier, and ‘motioning
Luke away. Withdraw your-hand from my father’s body,
and remove what you have placed upon it.”-

« 1 will neither remove it, nor suffer it to be-removed;” re-
turoed Luke. ¢ *Twas for that purpose I came hither. ’Twas
to that hand in life he was united, in death.-he-shall not be
divided from it !’ C e

« Hear him,” eried Lady Rookwood. - RE® A7

« Such irreverence shall not be ;* exclaimed Ranulph]»#iz#
ing Luke with one hand, and snatghing at the sere-clothes with
the other. ¢ Remove it, or by heaven—-"" .o

« Leave go your hold,” said Luke, in a voice of thunder;
« you strive in vain.” KRénulph ineffectually attempted to push
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him backwardsj and shaking away the grasp that was fixed
upon his collar, seized his brother’s wrist, eo as to prevent the
accomplishment of his parpose. In this unnatural and inde-
corous strife, the corpee of their father was reft of its covering,
and the hand discovered lying upon the pallid breast. .
And as if the wanton impiety of their conduct called forth
an immediate rebuke, even from the dead, a frowa seemed to
pass over their father's features, as their angry glances fell in
that direction. This appalling effeet was solely occasioned by
Lady Rookwdod’s approach, her shadow falling over the brow
and visage of the deceased, produced the appearance we have
noticed. Simultaneously quitting each other, with a d
sense of shame, mingled with remorse, both remained, wi
eyes fixed upon the dead, whose repose they had violated.

. Folding the grave-clothes decently over the body, Luke pre-
pared to depart. - ’
¢t Hold !” cried Lady Rookwood ; “you go not hence.” .

¢ Indeed !"” replied Luke. ¢ My brother, RanulPh, will not
oppose my departure. 'Who else shall Krevent it?
¢ That will 1,” cried a voice behind him ; and, ere he could
turn to ascertaia from whom the exclamation proceeded, Luke
felt himself grappled by two nervous assailants, who, snatching
the pistol from his hold, fast pinioned his arms. This was
gcarce the werk of a moment, and he was a prisoner, before he
could: offbr-any resistance. A strong smile of exultation evinced
" Lady Rookwood’s satisfaction.
¢« Bravo, my lads, bravo ! cried Coates, stepping forward,
. for he it was under whose skilful superintendence the seizure
" had been effected : ¢ famously managed ; the best Bow-Street
runners couldn’t have done it better—capital—hand me that
pistol—loaded, I see—slugs, no doubt—oh, he’s a preciocus ras.
cal—search him—that’s right—turn his pockets inside out,
while I speak to her Ladgahip.” Saying which, the little At-
torney, enchanted with the feat he had performed, approached
Lady Rookwood with a profound bow, and an amazing smirk
of self-satisfastion. ‘ Just in time to prevent mischief,’”’ said
he; ¢hope your Ladyship does net suffer any ineonvenience
from the alarm—beg parden, annoyance I meant to say, which
this daring outrage must have occasioned ; excessively dis-
agreeable this sort of thing, to a lady, at any time, but at a
riod like this more than usually Krovoking. However,. we
E:ve him safe enough now, at your Ladyship’s disposal.. V
lucky I happened to be in the way—smelt a rat in the -hall.
Perhaps your Ladyship would like to know how I discovered—"
 Not now,” replied Lady Rookwood, checking the volu-
bility of the man of law. I thank you most heartily, Mr.
Coates, for the service you have sendered me ; you will now add
. materially to the obligation already conferred upon me, by re-
moving the prisoner with all convenient despatch.” -

.
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;; Certainly, if yt:ln; i.myfﬁlp wishes it. Shall :Idohin him
a close prisoner in to-night, or remove him, at once,
to the wrl?nnd-hom i -

“ Where you please, 80 you do it quickly,” replied Lady
Rookwood, notiei::ﬁ, with great unean?neu. tyllo ux;lptawd mane
ner of her son, and apprehensive, lest, in the presence of so
many witnesses, he might say or do something prejudicial to
their cause. Nor were her fears groundless. As Coates was
about to return to the prisoner, he was arrested by the voice of
meh, commanding him to stay. .

¢ Mr. Coates,” said he, ‘““however appesrances may be
against this man, he is no robber—you must, therefore, release
b‘m ”»

¢ Release him, Sir Ranalph 1

« Yes, Sir; I tell you he canie here neither to rob, nor to offer
vielence.”

That is false, Ranulph,” veplied Lady Rookwood. I was
dragged hither by him, at the peril of my life. He is Mr.
Coaltejs’s prisoner on another charge.” \ Ihe

¢ Unquestionably, your Ladyship is perfect IH ve 2
wrarrant against him, for uun{sﬁng nggl:f Bm{ ﬂehthe keeper,
and for other misdemeanors.”

«T will myself be responsible for his appearance to that
. ,*"-replied Ranulph. ¢ Now Sir, at once, release him.”

4¢ At your peril,” exclaimed Lady Rookwood.

¢ Well, really,” muttered the perplexed Attorney, ¢ this is
the most umaceountable preceeding I ever witnessed.”

ssRanulph,” said Lady Rookwood sternly to her som, ¢ Be-
ware how yon thwart me.”

% Yea, Sir Ranulph, let me ventara to advise you, as a friend
not to thwart her Ladyship,” interposed the Atiorney ; ¢ indoed
ehe is in the right:” but seeing his advice unheeded, he with-
drew to a little distance. :

«] will not see injustice done to my father’s son,” rep! i
Bam;la»h, in a low tone. ¢ Why would you detain him?

¢ Why?” retarned she: ¢ our safety demands it—our
honour.” .

¢ Our honour demands his instant liberation; each moment
that he remains in those bonds, tends to our dishonour—I will
free him myself from his fetters.”

¢ And brave my curse, foolish boy? You incurred your
miserable father’s anathema for a lighter canse than this. Our
honour—thy honour—~my homour, cries aloud for his destrao-
tion. Have I not been injured in the nicest point that a woman
can be injured 3 Thinkest thou I eould have wedded Sir Piers
Rookwood, had I known aught of this marriage ; still more, had
I dreamed there had beem effspring born ;geit t Have I not
been duped? Hast thon not been duped? Shall I lend my

- -~
.
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name to mockery and scorn, by base acknowledgment of such
deceit, or wilt thou? Where would be my honeur then?
Stripped of my fair estates—my eon—-myself—-bt:ggan—'de-
pengant on the bounty of him. "Does honour ask thee to bear
this? It is a phantom of h r, unsubstantial as thy
fathel;’,s shade, thou speakest of, that would prompt thee other-
wise. N .

“Do not evoke his awful spirit, mother,” cried Ranulph,
with a shudder; ¢ do not arouse his wrath.”

« Do not arouse my wrath,’” returned Lady Rookwood. ¢«I
am the more to be feared. Think of Eleanor Mowbray—the
bar between your nul)tialu is removed. Would you raise up a
greater impediment ¥’

¢ Mother! mother!"-

¢ Would you tamely suffer this new sprung claimant, whom
ly':ou know not, nor have ever seen, to wrest from you your in-

eritance, without a straggle? Without Rookwood,, I tell you,
Eleanor never will be yours—thus much I know of Mrs. Mow-
bray. Even there he may supplant you—nay, I speak not at
random. Let him be in possession, and abide the consequences
—he is now in our power. He will rot in jail, or be driven
from this country. Speak the word, will you raise up this giant
in your path, or cmsﬁ him, yet ungrown? Elect—choose be-
tween him and me.”

¢¢ Mother—"* ‘

¢ Nay, hear me yet further. - Our cause is a righteous one.
I have been deceived—thou art deceived. Great wrong hath
been done to both. We. are warranted by Holy Writ, in sach
a cause, to have recourse to stratagem. Like Esau, he hath
lost his birthright ; and even as Rachel did unto Jacob, so will
Ido to thee. I will make thee the elder—the ruler of thy
brother, and of his house.” - !

¢« But if he be my brother, and if this house be his house,
I should sin before heaven to withhold it from him—I will -
not do it. Your own words betray your oconviction of his
rights.” . '

¢ My conviction! Ranulph, thou turnest my head to hear
thee talk thus. What to me is conviction or doubt? The line
of action is plain: let him prove his right, it will then be time
enough to succumb. Meanwhile, be he what he may, give him
not this advantage—he is now in our power. He hath com-
mitted an offence against the laws of his country, which will
place his liberty, if not his life, in jeopardy; let him- first dis-
prove that. Once for all, 1 tell thee, were he thrice thy father’s
son, he cannot prove the fact of his mother’s marriage, And
well he cannot. Were it fitting that the son of a low-born vil-
lage wench should usurp the titles of the offspring of her who
hath borne the name of D’Aubeney——a name which was, me-
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thinks, degraded, in merging itself in thine own? Do as thoa
wilt—act as thou deemest best—gain a brother, if thou seest
ﬁ_tung, and lose thine all—and with thine all, thy mother. De-~
cide quickly—all eyes are directed npon us. The room is now
filled with the household—the tenantry—the guests. . Pro-
olaim, if you choose, before all, your own degradation—your
nothingness, and his elevation—his And here let us part-
for ever.”

¢ Enough mother—more than enough—you have decided,
though not eonvinced rge. Detain him within the house, if
you will, until the morrow. In the mean time, I will consider -
over my line of conduct.” .

¢ Is this, then, thy resolve 1"

éJtis. Mr. Coates,” said Ranulph, calling.the Attorney,
who had been an inquisitive spectator, though, luckly, not an
auditor of this interview. ¢ Unbind the prisener, and. bring
him hither.”
¢¢Is it your Ladyship’s pleasure?” asked Mr. Coates, who

retted exceedingly that he-could not please both parties.
ady Rookwood siguified her assent by a slight bow.
-6 Your bidding shall be done, Sir Ranulph,” said Coates de-
parting. :

 Sir Ranulph I echoed Lady Rookwood, with strong: em-
phasis; “mark’d you that1” .

« Well, well,” muttered the Attorney—: this is the most ex-
traordinary family to be sure. Make way, gentlemen, if you
please,” added he, pushing his way through the crowd, toward
the prisoner.

aving deacribed what took place between Lady Rookwood
and her son in one part ef the room, we must now, briefly, nar-
rate some incidental eccarrences in the other. The alarm of a
robber having been taken, spread with great rapidity through
the house, and almost all its inmates rushed into the room, in-
cluding Docsor Small, Titus Tyrconnel, and Jack Palmer.

¢« Are you there, honey ?’’ said Titus, who discovered his al-
ly, “the bird’s caught, you eee.”

¢ Caught be ’* replied Jack, bluffly—¢ so I see—all his
own fanlt; infernal folly to come here, at such a time as this,
What's it all for, I'd like to know? cursed nonsense. How-
gver, it can’t bs helped now; he must make the best of it.
And as to that sneaking, Eimlobeyed, rchment-skinned, quill-
driver, if I don’t serve him out for his officiousnegs, one of
these days, my name's not Jack Palmer.” .

« Och, cushlamacree, did 1 ever—why what the devil’s the

ta you, Jack ? fair play’s a jewel, and strely Mr. Coates
only did his daty. I’m sorry he’s catched, for his relationship
to gir Piers, because I think he’ll be tucked up for his pains;

and motreover, I could forgilve .the poaching; but as to the
. 0 »
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breaking into & house, on such an occasion as this, och! it’s a
plaguy bad look. I'm afraid he’s worse than I expected.”

« Bah!” returned Jack, shrugging his shoulders.

« Ig this Luke Bradley,” asked Small, the unfortunate son of
Sir Piers ¥’ . .

¢« The same, Dochter, replied Titus ; ¢ there’s no doubt of his
genealogy, if you look at him.”

¢t Unquestionably not,” returned Small—¢¢ old Sir Reginald
Rookwood, who is looking at us from out that picture, might
well father that fierce face.”

A group of the tenantry, many of them in a state of intoxica-
tion, had, in the meantime, formed themselves round the pri-

soner. Whatever mi%ht be the nature of his thoughts, no ap- -

prebension was visible on Luke’s countenance. He stood
erect, amidst the assemblage, his tall form towering above them
all, and his eyes fixed upon the movements of Lady Rookwood
and her son. He had perceived the anguish of the latter, and
the vehemence of the former, attributing both to their real
causes. The taunts and jeers, threats, and insolent inquiries,
from the hinds, who thronEed around him, passed unheeded ;

et one voice in his ear, shal

im start. It was that of the Sexton.

*“ You have done well,” said Peter, ¢ have you not? Your
fetters are, 1 hope, to your liking. Well! a wilful man must
have his own way, and perhaps the next time, you will be con-
tent to follow my advice. You must now free yourself, the best
way you can, from these Moabites, and I promise you it will be
no easy matter. Ha, ha!”

Peter withdrew into the crowd; and Luke, vainly endea-
vouring to discover his retreating figure, caught the eye of Jack
Palmer fixed upon himself, with a peculiar and very significant
expression.

At this moment Mr. Coates made his appearance.

* Bring along the prisoner,” said the man of law to his two
assistants; and Luke was accordingly hurried along, Mr.
Coates using his best efforts to keep back the crowd. %c was

, during the pressure that Luke heard a voioe whisper in his ear,

¢ Never fear, all’s right ;’ and turning his head, hecame con-
vinced of the close vicinity of Jack Palmer. The latter elevated
his eyebrows with a gesture of silence, and Luke passed on, as

-if nothing had occurred. He was presently confronted with

Lady Reekwood and her son ; and notwithstanding the efforts
of Mr. Coates, seconded by some few others, the crowd grew
dense around them. .

¢ Remove his fotters,” said Ranulph, and his manacles were

moved.

“You will consent’ to remain here a prisoner, till to-
morrow ¥’ ' .

‘I consent to nothing,” replied Luke; ¢ I am in your hands.”

rp as the sting of a serpent, made -

@
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“He does not deserve your clemency, Sir Ranulph,” inter-
posed Coates. * : .

“Let him take his own course,” said Lady Rookwood; ¢ he
will reap the benefit of it anon.” .
b ‘:,?f course,” cried the Attorney ; ¢ to be sure he will. Ha,
a!

“] will-pled%e nothing,” returned Luke. ¢ Detain me, at
your proper peril.” :

¢¢ Better and better,” exclaimed the Attorney. ¢ This is the
highest joke I ever heard of.”

¢¢I shall detain you then, in custody, until proper inquiries
can be made,” said Ranulph. ¢ To your care, R;r. (?oatea,
and to that of Mr. Tyrconnel, avhom I.must request to lend you
his assistance, I ecommit the charge ; and I must further request,
that you will show him every attention which his situation
will permit. Remove him. We have a sacred duty to the
dead to fulfil, to which, even justice to the living must give
way. Di,sslerse this crowd, and let instant {rreparations be
. ma.dg .fct’r e completion of the ceremonial. You understand
me, Sir.” . .
" ¢ Ranulph Rookwood,” said Luke, sternly, as he departed,
¢ thou hast another—a more sacred office, to perform. ~Fulfil
thy duty to thy father’s son.”

¢ Away with him,” cried Lady Rookwood. ¢1I am out of
all patience with this trifling. Follow me to my chamber,”
added she to her son, passing towards the door. The concourse
of spectators who had listened to the extraordinary scene
in astonishment, greatly admiring the clemency of nu]ph,
made way for her instantly, and she left the room, accompanied
by her son. The prisoner was led out by the other door.

¢t Botheration !”” cried Titus, to Mr. Coates, as they followed
in the wake—‘ Why did he choose out me? I'll lose the
faneral, entirely, by this arrangement.” .

“That you will,” replied Palmer. ¢Shall I be your de-

u ‘!7'

P f"No, no,” returned Coates. * I will have no other than Mr.
Tyroonnel. It was Sir Ranulph’s express wish.”

¢ That’s the devil of it,” returned Titus; ** and I, that was
to have been chief mourner, and have made all the prepa-
rations, am to be left out. I wish Sir Ranulph had stay’d till
to-morrow—what could bring him, to spile all—it’s cursedly
provoking.” _

¢¢ Cursed provoking,” echoed Jack.

¢ But then there’s no help, so I must make the best of it,”
returned the good-humoured Irishman. o

« There’s a spare room that I know of,” said the Attorney,
¢ in the lower g-nlilery of the eastern wing, with never a window,
and a comfortable anti-chamber. There we’ll dispose of the
prisoner, and keep watch in the front room ourselves; <
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what with a bowl of pumch, and a yard or two of clay, we'll
contrive to get through the night tidily, never fear. As to the
keeping him Aere, it's all nonsense; but there’s something in

j; }’om't fathom. Wae shall see what to-morrow will brisg
orth.

¢ Ay,” replied Jack, with a meaning smile, ¢to-mor-
rOW ___”

E¥D OF BOOK THE FIRST.




BOOK 1II

The Sexton.

Duchess.—Thou art very plain.
'Bosola.—My trade is to flatter the dead, not the living—
am a tomb-maker.
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BOOK THE SECOND.

——

CHAPTER L

Come, list, and hark ! the bell doth towle
For some but iow départing sowle ! )
And was not that some ominous fowle ?
The bat, the night crow, or screech owle ?
To these I hear the wild wolfe howle, -
In this dark night that seems to scowle j—
All these my black-book shall enrowle.
For hark ! still hark ! the bell doth towls
For some but now departed sowle !
Hzywoop—Rarx or Luczzcz.

Tus night was wild and stormy. The day had been sultry,
with-a lurid, metallie-looking sky, hanging, like a vast galvanic -
ﬂnm, over the face of nature. As evening drew on, everything

tokened the coming tempest. Unerring indications of s
approach were noted by the weatherwise at the Hall. The
.Swallow was seen to skim the surface of the pool so closely,
that he ruffied its mirrored bosom as he passed; and then,
sharply darting round and round, with twittering scream, he
winged his mfiid flight to his clay-built home, beneath the barn-
eaves. The kine that had herded to the muddied margin of the
water, and had sought, by splashing, to relieve themselves
from the keen persecution o(P their myriad insect tormentors;
wended stallwards, undriven, and deeply lowing. The deer,
that at twilight had trooped thither also for refreshment, sud-
denly ¢ with expanded nostrils, snuffed the air,”” and bounded
off to their coverts, amidst the sheltering fern-brake. The rooks,
¢ obstreperous of wing, in crowds combined,” cawed in a way, -
that, as plainly as words could have done, bes‘roke their appre-
hension : they were seen, some hovering and beating the air
with flapping pinion, others shooting upwards in mid space, as
if to reconnoitre the weather, while others, a‘inin, were oroaking |
to their mates, in loud discordant tone, from the highest branches
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of the lime trees; all, seemingly, as anxious and as busy as
mariners before a gale of wind. .

At sunset, the hazy vapours, which had obscured the hori-
zon throughout the day, rose up in spiral volumes, like smoke
from a burning forest, and becoming gradually condensed, as-
sumed the form of huge billowy masses, which, reflecting the
sunlight, changed, as the sinking orb declined, from purple to
flame colour, and thence to ashy, angry grey. Night rushed
onwards, like a sable steed. There was a dead calm. ‘The
stillness was undisturbed, save by an intermittent, sighing wind,
which, hollow as a murmur from the grave, died as it arose. At
onoce the clouds turned to an inky blackness. A single, sharp,
intensely vivid flash, shot from the bosom of the rack, sheer
downwards, and struck the earth with a report like that of a
piece of ordnance. In ten minutes it was dunnest night, and a
rattling thunder-storm.

A thunder-storm by night! What spectacle is there so mag-
nificently beautiful—so awful—so sublime ! Is there aught we
can look upon, that can awaken similar feelings of terror, of
admiration ? Dreadful by day—night is the fitting season to
behold it in all its deur—in alf its terrible beauty. The
face of heaven is shrouded, as with a pall. The darkness is
almost palpable—a breath can- scarce be drawn; suddenly the
sight is stricken with a broad, dazzling sheet of flame, rending

- agunder the tenebrous shroud, and illumining the dense cope of
heaven. ’Tis gone! Darkness relieves tEe aching vision—
darkness made more intense by the contrast. Hark ! the skies
resound with the loud, reverberating roar of heaven’s artillery,
echoing from cloud to cloud, and seeming, like the voice of the
Pternal, to-shake the firmament to its foundation. Lo! The
vexed air is scathed with forked flashes, each succeeding the
other, so fast that the eye is unable to follow-their thwart course.

. Agin, ’tis night—again the thunder peals.

uch a storm it was once our fate to witness, belated amongst

the Eastern Appenines, on our w«lyl from Rome to Terni. Hav-

ing descended the castellated heights of Narni, we were speed-

,ing along a valley, thick with chestnut trees, and hemmed in
by mountains on either side, when night and the storm over-

took us. We had P})emivod some symptoms of the coming

elemental strife at Narni, but thought we might reach our des-

tination ere its outbreak: and with this hope we urged our

course onwards. We were deceived, He who thinks to fly

béfore a storm, amidst those regions, will reckon witheut his

host. We were in the thick of it. Night fell—the tempest

arose. The thunder roared—the lightning blazed—we were

involved in an atmosphere of flame. The lightning could be

“ seen, even with eyes closed. The tree-leaves rustled in the
wind—the mountain sides returned the thunder’s bray. All

around was blinding light or pitohy gloom. Still we dashed

A



121

91, through darkness, or through fire. Our offers of a liberal
a mano were not unheeded by the postilion who drove us,
and he kept his way in gallant style. Now were-he and his
horses utterly lost in the black void—now we beheld him bolt
upright in his stirrups, crossing himself, whirling his whip
round his head, or screaming at the top of his voice, to the
drivers of the innumerable wains that impeded our progress.
Deéspite all these, and other risks, we reached Terni in safety,
by no means indisposed to exchange our well-windowed
britschka, which.appeared at that time, to have more attraction
for the electric fluid than for ourselves, for the albergo, to which
it had served as conductor. T
To return to our tale: The progress of the storm was watched
with infinite apprehension, by the crowd of tenantry assembled
in the great hall; and loud and frequent were the ejaculations
uttered, as each’ succeeding peal of thunder burst over their
heads. There was, however, one amongst the assemblage,
who seemed to enjoy the uproar; a kindred excitement appeared
to blaze in his glances, as he looked upon the storm without.
This was Peter Bradley. He stood close by the window, and
shaded not his eyes, even before the fiercest flashes. A grin
of unnatoral exhilaration played upon his features, and he
seemed to exult in, and to court, the tempestuous horrors, which
affected the most hardy amongst his companions with conster-

‘nation, and made all shrink trembling into the recesses of the

room. Peter’s conduct was not unobserved, nor his reputation
for unholy dealing unremembered. To some he was almost as
much an object of dread as the storm itself. 4

A supply of spirits was here introduced ; lights were broughs,

at the same time, and placed upon a long oak table. The party -

gathering round this, all superstitious terror was put to flight—
and even the storm disregarded, in the copious libations that
ensued. At this juncture, a loiterer appeared in the hall. His
movements were unnoticed by all excepting the Sexton, who
watched his proceedings with some curiosity. The person
walked to the window, appearing so far as could be discovered,
to eye the storm with great impatience. He then paced the
hall rapidly backwards and forwards, and Peter fancied he
could detect sounds of disappointment, in his muttered excla-
mations. Again he returned to the window, as if' to ascertain
the probable duration of the shower.: It was a hopeless endea-
vour; all was pitch-dark without—the lightning was now only
seen at long intervals, hut the rain still audibly descended in
torrents. Apparently, seeing the impossibility of controlling
the elements, the person approached the table. The merriment
of the party in the mean time waxed loud and boisterous.
«What tlfink you of the night, Mr. Palmer?’ asked the
Sexton, of Jack, for he was the anxious inyestigator of the
weather. . :
VoL, 1. 11

4
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¢ Don’t know—ocan’t say—set in I think—damned unlucky
—for the funeral I mean—we shall be drowned if we go.”

¢ And drunk if we stay,” rejoined the Sexton. ¢ Baut never
fear—it will hold up, depend upon it, long before we can start.
Why they’re not half ready yet; the coffin’s only just soldered
down, and there’s I don’t know what of the ceremony to be
g:me through with. The grace cup to be handed round, and

e funeral oration to be delivered by Doctor Small.”

¢ You don’t say there’s any of that infernal stuff to come,"
returned Jack, pettishly.

¢ Why not? It’s no more to the Doctor’s taste than to your
own, but he can’t help himself. He must go through with it:
it has always been the custom here, and customs are sacred
things with the Rookwoods. Ha, ha! Where have they put
the prisoner ¥’ asked Peter, with a sudden change of manner.

¢ ] know the room but can’t describe it; it’s two or three
doors down the lower corridor of the eastern gallery.”

% Good. And who are on guard 1

¢ Titus T'yrconnel, and that swivel-eyed quill-driver Coates.”

¢ Enough.” .

s Come, come, master Peter,” cried one of the rustics,
“let’s have a stave—a chant—I know you can sing—I've
heard you—give us one of your odd snatches.”

“A good move,” seconded Jack. A 'song from you——
capital. :

¢ T’ve nothing I can bring to mind, but a ditty which I sung
some years ago, at Sir Reginald’s funeral. If such will serve
you now, you shall have it and welcome.”

¢¢ By all means,” returned Jack. .

Preparing himself, like certain other accomplished vocalists,
with a few preliminary hems and haws, the Sexton struck- forth
the following ballad, which we shall entitle

THE COFFIN.

In a church-yard upon the sward a coffin there was laid,
And leaning stood, beside the wood, a Sexton on his spade.
A coffin ohfa.nd black it was, and fashioned curiously,
‘With quaint device of carved oak, in hideous fantasie.

For here was wrought the sculptured thou‘ght of a tormented face,
With serpents lithe that round it rithe, in folded strict embrace.
Grim visages of grinning fiends were at each corner set,

And emblematic scrolls, mort-heads, and bones, together met.

“ Ah, well-a-day !” that Sexton gray unto himself did cry,

¢« Beneath that lid much lieth hid—much awful mysterie.

“ It is an ancient coffin from the abbey that stood here ;

“ Perchance it holds an abbot’s bones, perchance those of a freere.

rd
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“In digging deep, where monks do sleep, beneath yon cloister
shrined, N

“ That coffin old, within the mould, it was ;:1{ chance to find ;

“ The costly carvings of the lid I scraped carefully,

“ In-hope to get at name or date, yet nothing could I see.

¢ With pick and spade I've plied my trade, for sixty years and more,
¢¢ Yet never found, beneath the ground, shell strange as that before ;
“Full many coffine have I seen—have seen them feep or flat—

¢ Fantastical in fashion—none fantastical as that.” )

And saying so, with heavy blow the lid-he shattered wide,

- And pale with fright, a ghastly sight that Sexton gray espied,
A miserable sight it was, that loathsome corpse to see,

The last, last, dreary, darksome stage of fallen humanity.

‘Though all was gone save reeky bone, a green and grisly heap,
With scarce a trace of fleshly face, strange posture did it keep:
‘The hands were clench'd the teeth were wrench'd, as if the wretch
bad risen, . .
E’en after death had ta’en his breath, to strive and burst his prison.

The neck was bent, the nails were rent, no limb or joint was -
straight ;

Together glued, with blood imbued, black and coagulate,

And as the Sexton stooped him down, to lift the coffin plank,

His fingers were defiled all o’er with slimy substance dank.

«Ah! well-a-day !” that Sexton gra{ unto himself did cry,
« Full well I see how Faté’s decree foredoomed this wretch to die;
« A living man, a breathing man, within the coffin thrust

~ “Alack! alack! the agony ere he returned to dust.”

A vision dear did then appear unto the Sexton’s eyes;

Like that poor wight before him straight he in a coffin lies. .
He lieth in a trance within that coffin close and fast;

Yet though he sleepeth now, he feels he shall awake at last.

The coffin then, by reverend men, is borne with footsteps slow,
Where tapers shine before the shrine—where breathes the requiem

low,
And for the dead the prayer is said, for the soul that is not flown.
Then all is drown’d, in hollow sound, the earth is o'er him thrown.

He draweth brelrth—he walkes from death to lgtlsLmore horrible:

To agony ! such agony no living tongue may -

Die! die! he must, that wretched one! he struggles, strives in vain;
No more heaven's light, nor sunshine right,  he behold again.

« Gramercy, Lord!" the Sexton roar'd, awakening suddenly,
« Jf this be dream, yet doth it seem moet dreadful so to die,
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“ Oh, cast my hody in the sea! or hurl it on the shore!  ~
“ But nail me not in coffin fast—no grave will I dig mere.”

. It was not difficult to discover the effect produced by this
song, in'the lengthened faces of the greater part of the audi-
ence. Jack Palmer, however, laughed loud and long.

“Bravo, bravo!” cried he, ¢ that suits my humour exactly ;
I can’t abide the thoughts of being put under-ground—no cof-"
fin for me.””

¢« A gibbet might, perhaps, serve your turn as well,” mut-
tered the Sexton; but further conversation was interrupted by
a summons to attend in the state room. Silence was at once
completely restored ; and, in the best order they could assume,
they followed their leader, Peter Bradley. Jack Palmer was
amongst the last to enter, and looked a not incurious spectator
of a by no means common scene. o :

Preparations had been made to give due solemnity to the
ceremonial. The leaden eoffin was fastened down, and en-
closed in an outer case of oak, upon the lid of which stood a
richly-chased, massive silver flagon, filled with burnt clares,
called the grace-cup. All the lights were removed, save two
lofty wax flambeaux, which were placed to the back, and threw
a lurid glare upon the group immediately about the body ; this

. group consisted of Ranulph Rookwood, and some other friends
of the deceased. Doctor Small stood in front of the bier; and,
under the directions of Peter Bradley, the tenantry and house-
hold were fcrmed into a wide half-moon across the chamber.
There was 2 hush of expectation, as Doctor Small looked

avely around; and even Jack Palmer, who was as little
Tikely as any man to yield“to an impression of the kind, felt
himself moved by the scene. :

The very orthodox Small, as is well known to our readers,
held everything savouring of the superstitious of the scarlet
Woman in supreme abomination ; and, entertaining such api-
nions, it-can scarcely be supposed that a funeral oration would
find much favour in his eyes, accompanied, as it was, with the
accessoriés of censer—of candle—of cup—all evidently derived
from that period when, under the three-erowned Pontiff’s sway, -
the shaven priest pronounced his benediction o’er the dead, and
released the penitent’s soul from purgatorial flames, while he
heavily mulcted the price of his redemption from the possessions
of his successor. Small resented the idea of treading in such
steps, as an-insult to himself and to his cloth. Was he, the
intolerant of papistry, to—tolerate this? Was he, whe could
not endure the odour of Catholicism, to have his nostrils thus
rolluted—his garmenys thus defiled—by actual contact with it?

t was not to be thought of: and he had formally signified his.
declination to Mr. Coates, when a liftle conversation with that
gentleman, and certain weighty considerations therein held forth
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(.:he advowson of the church of Rookwood being resident with
the family), and represented by him, as well as the placing in_
Juxta-position of penalties to be incurred by refusal, that the
scruples of Small gave way; and, with the gest grace he could
muster, very reluetantly promised compliance.

With these feelings, it will be readily conceived that the
Doctor was not in the best possible frame of mind for the de-
livery of his exhortation. His temper had been ruffled by a
variety of petty annoyances, amongst the greatest of which was
the condition whereunto the good cheer had reduced his clerk,
Zacharish Trundletext, whose reeling eye, pendulous position,
and open mouth, proclaimed him absolutely incapable of office.
Zachariah was, in consequence, dismissed, and Small com-
menced his discourse unsypported. But as our recording it
would not probably contribute to the amusement of dur readers,
whatever it might to their edification, we shall pass it over with
very brief mention. Suffice it to say, that the oration was so
thickly interstrewn with lengthy quotations from the Fathers—
Chbrysostomus, Hieronimus, Ambrosius, Basilius, Bernardus,
and the rest, with whose recondite latinity, notwithstanding
the elashing of their opinions with his own, the Dootor was in-
timately acquainted, and which he moreover delighted to quote,
that his- auzitors were absolutely mystified and perplexed, and
probably not without design. Countenances of such amazement
were turned towards him, that Small, who had a keen sense of
the ludicrous, could scarce forbear smiling, as he proceeded ;
and if we could suspect so grave a personage of waggery, we
should almost think that, by way of retaliation, he had palm-
ed some abstruse monkish faneral discourse upon his astounded
auditors. A strong impression was, however, produced upon
his hearers, more by his manner than by the incomprehensible
language in which his admonitions were conveyed. .

The oration being concluded, biscuits and confectionary
were, according to the old observance, handed to such of the
tenantry as chose to partake of them. The serving of the
gmce-oup, which ought to have formed part of the duties of

achariah, had he been capable of office, fell to the share of
the Sexton. The bowl was kissed, first’by Ranulph, with-lips
that-trembled with emotion, and afterwards by his surrounding
friends ; but no drop was tasted, a circumstarice which did not
escape Peter’s observation. .

His work being nearly completed, he-looked around for Jack
Palmer, whom he had remarked during the discourse, but eould
no where discover him. Peter was about to place the flagon,
now almostdrained of its contents, upon its former resting-place,
when Small took it from his hands. - .

s« In Ui fundo residuum non relinque, admonisheth Pytha-
goras," said the Doctor. ¢ Let t.hel"e be no dreg left in the cup

. 11 % .
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;et.hy task is complete.” Saying which, he returned it to the
xton,
¢ My task here is ended,” muttered the Sexten, ‘ but not
elsewhere. Foul weather or fine—thunder or calm, I must to
“the church.” Bequeathiog his final instractions to certain of
the household, who were to form part of the processiom, in case
the procession set out, he opened the hall door, agd, the pelting
shower dashing heavily in his face, took his way up the avenue.
“ Now this is what I like,” thought he, ¢ when my skin is
heated with drink, to be soaked through and through—to hear
the heavy rain pattering amongst the leaves of the trees. 1t will
soon be over,” added he, holding out his hard ; ¢ thus isitever
—~your storm—your deluging shower, pours down, and is done ;
but your mizzling, muddling mist drags out the day. Give me
the storm—ha, ha !’ - : .
Lights streamed through the chancel window as the Sexton
entered the church-yard, darkly defining all the ramified tra-
cery of the noble Gothic arch, and illumining the gorgeous dyes
of its richly-stained glass, profusely decorated with the armo-
rial bearings of the founder of the fane, and the many alliances
of his descendants. The sheen of their blazonry gleamed bright
in the darkness, as if to herald to his last home another of the
line whose achievements it displayed. Glowing colourings,
chequered like rainbow tints, were shed upon the broken leaves-
of the adjoining yew-trees, and upon the rounded grassy tombs.
Opening the gate, as helooked in that direction, Peter became
aware of a dark figure, enveloped in a large black cloak, and,
what appeared to be a plumed hat, standing at some distance,
between the window and the tree, and so intervening as to re-
ceive the full influence of the stream of radiance, which served
to dilate its already almost soperhuman stature. The sexton
stopped. The figure remained statiopary. There was some-
thing singular, both in the costume and situation of the person.
Peter, being naturally of an inquisitive turn, his ecuriosity was
speedily aroused, and, familiar with every inch of the churcte
yard, he determined to take the nearest cut, and to ascertain
to whom the mysterious cloak and hat belonged. Making his
way over the undulating graves, and instinetively rounding the
head-stones that intercepted his path, he speedily drew near
the object of hia inquiry. From the moveless posture which it
maintained, the figure appeared to be unconscious of Peter’s
approach. -To his eyes, it seemed to expand as he advanced.
He was now almost close upon-it, when missing his footing,
owing to the uncertain state of the ground, rendered slippery
by the rain, he stumbled forwards; and although he arose upon
the instant, the figure had vanished.
Peter stared in amazement. . .
«What can this mean 1"’ exclaimed he. ¢ Who, or what have
I beheld *—this was the exact spot upon which it stood~—this
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flag—Randolph Crewe’s grave. This stone clanks firmly be-
neath my feet. It could never be poor Randolph’s ghost.” He
could scarce afford a coat to cover his back during his lifetime,
much less a cloak and cap that might become a baron. And
the devil is too wise to trust him. What if it be old Sir Ra-
nulph, that I have seen? that feather looked like the sculptured
lume vpon his marble helm. Thave heard he walks on nights
ike these. And then the voice I heard last night. .Tut, it
cannot be. Had I not slipped over yon unlucky hillock, it
would not have escaped me, had it been human. But I must
not tarry here, for ghost or goblin—the funeral train will tread
upon my kibes else.” -

Peter hastened to the church porch, and after shaking the
wet from his clothes, as a water-tﬁ)g might shake the moisture
from his curly hide, and wringing his broad felt hat, he entered
the holy edifice. The interior seemed one blaze of light to the
Sexton, in his sudden transition from outer darkness. Some
few hpersons were assembled, probably sut:hl | as were engaged
in the preparations, but thaw’ mal oup which im-
mediately attracted-his atténtion. ApeT ok

Near the communion-table were three persons, habited in deep
mourning, apparently occupied in examining the various monu-
mental sculpture that enriched the walls. Peter’s office led him

~ to that part of the church. About to descénd into the vaults,

to make the last preparations for the reception of the dead, with
lantern in hand, keys, and a crowbar, he approached the party.
Little attention was paid to the Sexton’s proceedings, till.the
harsh grating of the lock attracted their notice.
Peter started, as he beheld the face of one of the three, and
“relaxing his hold upon the key, the strong bolt shot back in
the lock. There was a whisper amongst the party, A light
step was heard advancing towards him, and ere thé Sexton
could sufficiently recover his surprise, to farce open the door, a
female figure stood by his side. :
The keen, inquiring stare which Peter bestowed upon the .
countenance of the young lady, so abashed her, that she hesi-
tated in her purpose of addressing him, and hastily retireds It
was not admiration of the exquisite grace and beauty of the
person who had approached him, that attracted the Sexton’s:
regard, for Peter was no idolater of feminine loveliness—it was
not the witchery of the dark blue eyes, into whose depths he
gazed, that drew enraptured worship from his steely soul—it
was not to peruse the enchanting outline of that face, or to
mark her free and fawn-like step—it was with nothing of -
pleasurable emotion, but with a mixed feeling of- wonder and”
curiosity, that he gazed upon her.:
Reinforced by her companions, an elderly lady and a tall
handsome man, whose bearing and deportment bespoke him to
be a soldier, the fair stranger again ventured towards Peter.
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¢ You are the Sexton,” said she, addressing him in a voice
sweet and musical, . .

«1 am,” returned Peter—it was harmony, succeeded by dis-
sonance.

« You perhaps can tell us then,”” said the elderly lady,
¢« whether the funeral is likely to take place. to-night! we
thought it possible that the storm might altogether prevent it.”

s 'Y‘he storm is over as nearly as may be,” replied Peter.
«The body will soon be on its way; I am but now arrived
from the R

¢« Indeed !” exclaimed the lady. ¢ None of the family will
be present, I suppose; who is the chief mourner?”

« Who but young Ranulph?” answered the Sexton. ¢ There
may be more of the family than were expected.” ’

4¢I8 he returned ¥’ asked the young lady, with great agita-
tion. «I thought he was abroad—that he was not expected ;
are you sure you are rightly informed ¥ -

¢ Rightly informed 1’ echoed Peter; ¢« I parted with him
at the ﬁall not ten minutes since. He returned to-night, most
unexpectedly.” : :

¢ Oh, mother!’ exclaimed the younger lady, ¢ that this
should be—that I should meet him kere.  Why did we come ?
~let us depart.” '

« It is impossible,”. replied her mother; ¢ the storm forbids
it. It is so strange, I searce can credit it. Are you sure of
this?” addressing Peter.

¢ have told you so. Other things, as strange, have hap-
pened at the Hall,”” muttered he. )

“:Vhat mean you?” asked the gentleman, noticing this re-
mark. ,

¢ You had not needed to ask the question of me, had you
been there, amongst the other guests,” retorted Peter. ¢ Odd
things have been done there this night, and strange things may
occur before the morning.”’ ’

¢ You are insolent, sirrah; I comprehend you not.” .

*Enough! I can comprehend you,” replied Peter, doggedly ;

p Y p gged'y
¢ T know the count of the mourners invited to the ceremonial.
Methinks there are three too many.”

“ Know you this saucy knave, mother?”

1 cannot call him to mind, though I fancy I have seen him
before.”

¢ My recollection serves me better, lady,” interposed Peter.
] remember one, who was once the proud heiress of Rook-
wood—ay, proud and beautifal—then the house was filled with
her -gallant suitors. Swords were crossed for her. Hearts
bled for her. Yet she favoured none, until one hapless hour.
Sir Reginald Rookwood had a daughter; Sir Reginald lost a
daugR!lter.. Ha—1 see I am right. Well, he is dead and buried ;
and Reginald, his son, is dead likewise; and Sir Piers is on
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his road hither; and you are the last, as in the ¢ourse of Na<
ture, you might have been the first. And, now, that they are
all gone, you do rightly to bury your grievances with them.
All that perplexes me, is to see you here; and yet not altoge
ther that, for young Ranulph Rdokwood is now lord of ‘thé
ascendant, and mayhap—ha, I see— oo RS

B B

¢*But of right, and of rule, to the ancient nest, 4
The rook that with rook mates, shall hold him possest.’

" Are you familiar with that old saying, of your house it

s Silence, sirrah,” exclaimed the gentleman, ¢ or 1 will beat
your brains out with your own spade.” :

«“No; let him speak—he has awakened thoughts of other
days,” said the lady, with an expression of anguish.

« T have dene,” said Peter, ¢ and must to work; will you
descend with me, Madam, into the sepulchre of your ancegtry ?
All your family lie within—ay, and the Lady Eleanor amongst
the number.” )

¢ Not for worlds,” replied Mrs. Mowbray, forit was she who

" spoke. R .

«“If my. brother would bear me company, I would almost
wventure to enter the vault,” said the younger lady. :

¢ Eleanor, it is a wild wish ! :

« And perhaps a wrong one,” returned she ;. ¢ but I know not
how it is, an impulse, which 1 can scarce define, ?rompts me
to visit that tomg.Q Will you go with me, mother 1’

¢ It is a dismal place; gut if you wish to go,‘I will not op-
pose your inclination—my son will attend us.’ And_they ap-
proached the door.

"The Sexton held the lantern so as to throw its light upon
the steps as they descended towards the gloomy receptacle of-
the departed. Our readers are already acquainted with its ap-
pearance. Eleanor half repented having veptured within its
dreary limits; so much did the appearance of the yawning
cells, surcharged with mortality, and, above all, the ghostly
figure of the grim night, affect her with dread, as she looked
wistfully around. She required all the support her brother’s
arm could afford her ; nor was-Mrs. Mgwbray altogether un-
moved. .

« Whom does that marble effigy represent 1”’ asked Eleanor.

¢The first Sir Ranutph;” returned the Sexton, with a grin.

Peter walked slowly on, holding the light to the mouth of
each r , as he p d. Coffin upon coffin was discovered.
He paused. * There lies Sir Reginald,” quoth he—¢¢ and ther?,
crushed in her coffin, even as she was crushed in her brief ex-
istence, the Lady Eleanor. Ay! look upon it—there lies your
mother,” addressing Mrs. Mowbray ; ¢ your ancestress, youn
lady,” turning to Eleanor, ¢ Beauty, after all, is but a frait .
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flower. It soon withers. She was once as beautiful as you
are, and scarce had numbered more years to her life, when she
was brought hither. . Alas! that I should have to tell it, You,
who have so much lovelinéss, would do wgll sometimes to,
think of this, when your heart beats high with couquest ; for
the moth’s thousand glorious dyes are not more easily effaced,
than beauty’s flaunting attractions. Your comeliness is not
more surely dust,-than that gaudy insect’s winged splendour,
which the slightest touch will efface.” .

¢ This place is not more frightful than that man,” whispered
Eleanor to her brother. L.

¢ And all the family are here interred, you say?” inquired
Mrs. Mowbray.

s All,” replied the Sexton.

¢« Where, then, lies Sir Reginald’s younger brother 1**

¢ Who ?’ exclaimed Peter, starting.

¢t Alan Rookwood.”’ :

% What of him 1’

¢ Nothing of moment; but I thought you could perhaps in-
form me. e died l{onng.” .

¢ He did,” replied Peter, in an altered tone, ¢very younﬁ;
but not before he had lived to an old age of wretchedness. Da
you know his story, Madam ?”

] have heard it.”

¢ From your father’s lips 2"’ .

«From ‘Sir Reginald Rookwood’s—never. . Call him not
my ,f,al.her, sirrah ; even kere I will not have him named so to
me.

¢ Your pardon, Madam,” returned the Sexton. ¢ Great cruelty
was shown to the lady Eleanor, and may well call forth- im-

lacable resentment in her child; yet methinks the wrong he
gid his brother Alan, was the foulest stain with which Sir
Reginald’s black soul was dyed.” .
¢¢The wrong he did my mother was the fouler,” said Mrs.
Mowbray, furiously. ¢How can a churl like thou judge in
such cases, or institute any parallel between them %’

¢ True—true—how can I judge ¥’ rejoined the sexton. ¢ I
have no feeling left for aught; and if I had, I am a base-born
churl, and ought not, to indufge it. But methinks, he who
wrongeth his brother, in the nicest point in which man can be
wronged—who raobbeth him of one rich gem, entrusted to a
brothér’s keeping—who stabbeth him where he is most de-
fenceless—most exposed, yet where he should be arrow-proof—
who druggeth, with subtle poison, the sacred cup of fratérnal
love, cannot well sin more deep and damnably.”

b ¢ And did Sir Reginald do this 7"’ demanded Major Mow-
bray.

* He wronged his brother’s honour,” replied the Sexton ;
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t¢he robbed him of his wife—poisoned his existence, and hur-
ried him to an early grave.” - ok
Eleanor shudderingly held back during ,.this horrible *nau'a-

tion, the hearing of which she would witlingly heve shunned, -

had it been possible. ' A .
 Can this be true,” asked the Major. <+ ™« i-. ~
4 Too true, my son,” replied Mrs. Mowbray‘sorrpwiully,

¢ Gracious God! and he could live to a good él ”gge; with

such a crime upon his conscience.”

¢« His conscience !—ha, ha,” echoed the Sexton. ¢ He was
not troubled with the burthen.” ]

b ¢ And where lies the unfortanate brother 1" said Major Mow-
ray. :

¢¢ Abroad—I know not where. Suffice it he is at rest.”

¢ And what became of her—the wretched, guilty—doubly
guilty one !”” asked Mrs, Mowbray. L

¢ She died, despairing,” replied the Sexton, in a hollow
voice. .

b ¢t They had a daughter—what of her?” inquired Mrs. Mow-
ray. . ’

b ¢“ A daughter! God in heaven!” exclaimed Major Mow-
Tay. . . .

“ Ay—a daughter 1 returned the Sexton. ¢ Start not, Sir;
she was born before Sir Reginald broke his faith with God and
man. . They were spared that guilt.”

¢¢Thank heaven,” exclaimed the Major. ¢ What became
of her?”’

¢ She is dead, likewise, I have heard,” returned Peter.
 The in;ured and the injurer are gone—the destroyer and his
vietims.’ ’

Awaiting no reply, Peter further traversed the vault, ele-
vating the light, so as to ‘reveal the contents of each cell.
One circumstance filled him with surprise and dismay—he
could no where perceive the coffin of his daughter. Convinced
that he himself had placed it upon the pile before him—no one,
of whom he was aware could have entered the vault, subse-
quently to his visit; yet, although the keys had never quitted

his possession, it would appear that the coffin had been re-’

moved. In vain he peered into each recess—they were full—

they were undisturbed ; and, with much internal marvelling

and misgiving, Peter gave up the search, ¢ Some one must
have a key of the place, that I wot not of,”” murmured he to
-himself’; ¢ yet that is scarce likely ; and then the unaccounta-
ble intrusion which I experienced last night in my conference
with Luke, would seem as if—what, the ﬁead meddle with the
dead—impossible ! but this must be looked to. Now 1 be-

_think me, Luke stayed for some space within the vault; what

if he found some means to hide it ? it is more than probable.”
As he moved his footsteps, his companions silently followed.

L 21
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He stopped, and signifying, that all was finished, they not un-
willingpll;equitted this {:hamber of death, leaving him behind
them.

¢ Tt is a_dreadful place,” whispered Eleanor to her mother;
s nor would I have visited it, had I conceived anything of its
horrors. And that strange man! who or what is he, that he
talks in a strain so forbi dinﬁ”

¢ Ay, who is he ¥’ asked Major Mowbray. .

« recollect him now,” replied Mrs. Mowbray ; ¢ he is one
who hath ever been connected with the family. He had a
daughter, whose beauty was her ruin: itisa spd tale; I can-
‘not tell it now: you have heard enough of misery and guilt;
but that may account for his bitterness of speech. He was a
dependant upon my poor brother.”

¢ Pqor man !”’ replied Eleanor; ¢ if he has been unfortunate,

., I pity him. T am sorry we have been into that dreadful place.
I am very faint; and I tremble more than ever, at the thought
of meeting Ranulph Rookwood again. I can scarce support
myself—I am sure I shall not venture to look upon him.*

“Had I dreamed of the likelihood of his attending the cere-
mony, rest assured, dear Eleanor, we should not have been
here: butT was informed that there was no possibility of his
return; and upon that understanding alone it was, I came; but
being here, f will not withdraw. Compose yourself, my
child. It will be a trying time to both of us ; bat it is now in-
evitable.” B}

At this moment the bell began to toll. ¢ The procession has
started,” said Peter, as he passed the Mowbrays. ¢ That bell
announces the setting out.” _

“See yonder persons hurrying to the door,” exclaimed
Eleanor, with eagerness, and trembling violently. ¢ They are
coming. Oh! Ishall never be able to go through with it,
dear mother!” :

Peter hastened to the church door, where he stationed him-
self, in company with a host of others equally curious. Flick-
ering lights in the distance, shining like stars through the’
trees, showed them that the procession was collecting in front
of the Hall. The rain had now entirely ceased ;- the thunder
only muttered from afar, and the lambent lightning seemed onl
to lick the moisture from the trees. The bell continued to toli,
and its loud boominiawoke the drowsy echoes of the valley.

A striking change had taken place, even in this brief period,
in the appearance of the night. The sky, heretofore curtained
with darkness, was now illumined by =z serene, soft moon,
which, floating in & watery halo, tinged with radiance the
edﬁes .of a fow ghostly clouds, that hurried along the deep
and starlight skies. The suddenness of the change could not
fail to excite surprise and admiration, mingled with regret,
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:il:t the procession had not’been delayed until the present -
0. L LA
Slowly and mournfully the train was seen to appl‘oaél{ the
church-yard, winding, two by two, with melancholy stsp,
around the corner of theroad. First came Doctor Small ; -then
the mutes, with their sable panoply——next, the-torch-bearers—.
next, those who sustained the coffin, bending beneath the pon-
derous burthen, follawed by Sir Ranulph, and a long line of at-
]tgn:llants, all plainly to be distinguished by the flashing torch-
ight. ) ‘

'he church-yard was thronged by the mournful train. The
long array of dusky figures—the waving torch-light, gleaming
ruddily in the. white moonshine—now -glistening upon the
sombre habiliments of the bearers, and on their shrouded lpad
~now reflected upon the spectral branches of the yew trees,
or falling. upon the ivied buttresses of the ancient church, con=.
stituted no unimpressive picture. Over all, like a silver lamp,
hnng in the still sky, shone the moon, shedding a soothing,
spiritual lustre over the scene. * : .

The pealing or'ian broke into a solemn strain, as the coffin
was borne_along the mid -aisle—the meurners following, with
reverend step, and slow. It was deposited near the mouth of
the vault, the whole assemblage ~circling around it. Doctor
Small proceeded with the performance of that magnificent ser-
vice appointed for the burial of the dead, ina tone as remarka-
ble for its sadness, as for its force and fervour. There was' b
tear in every eye—a cloud on every brow. .

Brightly illumined as was the whole building, there were
still some recesses which, owing to the, ifitervention of heavy
pillars, were thrown somewhat into shade; and in one of these,
supported by her mother and brother, stood Eleanor, a weep-
ing witness of the scene. She belfeld the palled coffin silently
* borne along—she saw one dark figure slowly following—she
knew those pale features—oh, how pale they were! A year
had wrought a fearful alteration ; she could scarce credit what -
she beheld. He must, indeed, have suffered—deeply suffered ;
and her heart told her that his sorrows had been for her. He

aused—he raised his melancholy eyes, and, for an instant,
Pogked around ; the{ wandered on empty space—yet those dark
orbs seemed to settle upon her—to penetrate her soul. She
trembled with emotion—her blood mounted to her cheeks—her
heart fluttered like the dove’s; he saw her not. The agony—
the ecstacy is past. 'The service proceeds, and she fain would
listen ; the sounds reach her ears, but not their import—one
thought alone absorbs her. i .
. Many a woeful look, besides, was dixected to the Igrincipal
figure nethis eeremonial—to Ranulph Rookwood. He was a

rey to unutterable anguish of soul; his heart bled inwardly,
¥or the father he had lost. %echanieally following the body

VOL. I .
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down the ‘aisle—he had taken his station near it, gazing with
confused vision, upon the by-standers—had listened, with a sad
composure to the expressive delivery of Small, until he read—
& For man walketh in a vain shadow, and disquicteth himself in
vain: he h h up riches, and cannot tell who shall gather them.”

¢ Verily !”” exclaimed a deep_voice; and Ranulph looking
round, met the eyes of Peter Bradley fixed full upon him; but
it was evidently not the sexton who had spoken.

Ranulph withdrew his glance ; but, in spite of his anxiety to
forget it, that look haunted him. Small continued the service.
He arrived at this verse :—¢ Thou hast set our misdeeds before
thee ; and our secret sins in the light of thy countenance.”

¢ Even so!” exclaimed the voice; but Ranulph looked not
again. His heart melted within him; and leaning his face
upon_his hand, he wept aloud. In the fulness of his grief, he
took little note of passing things : he was absorbed in ng;ction.
Scheme and speculation, for future conduct, were all swept
away, by the strong tide of wo—were all banished, by the
reflections of the emptiness and unsubstantiality of human ex-
istence. Death swallowed all. Raoulph became, as it were,
entranced. A hand was laid upon his shoulder—it was that of
Doctor Small.

 Command yourself, I entreatof you, my dear Sir Ranulph,*”
said the Doector, *and suffer this melan¢holy ceremonial to be
completed.” Saying which, he ﬁently withdrew Ranulph
from his support and the coffin was lowered into the vault.

Ranulph remained for some time in the extremity of sorrow.
When he in part recovered, the crowd had dispersed, and few
persons were remaining within the church ; yet near him stood
three apparent loiterers, They advanced towards him. An
exclamation of surprise and joy burst from his lips.

¢ Eleanor !’

¢ Ranulph !”

¢¢Is it possible? Do I indeed behold you, Eleanor 1

No other-word was spoken. They rushed into each other’s
arms. Oh sad !—sad is the lover's parting—no pang so keen;
but if life hath a joy more exquisite than others—if felicity hath
one drop more racy than the rest in her honeyed cup; it is the
gust of happiness which the lover enjoys in such a union as the
present. 'To say that he was as one raised from the depths of
misery, by some angel comforter, were a feeble comparison of
the transport of Ranulph. To paint the thrilling delight of
Eleanor—the trembling tenderness—the fond abandonment,
which vanquished all her maiden scruples, would be impossible.
Reluctantly yieldin, .fearinﬁ, et complying, her lips were
-sealed in on§long, loving, holy kiss, the sanctifying predge of
their tried affection.
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% Eleanor—dear Eleanor,” exclaimed Ranutph—s¢: though I
hold you within my arms—though each nerve within my
frame, assures me of your presence—though I look into those
eyes, which seem fraught with greater endearment than ever
I have known them wear—yet, though I see and feel, and
know all this, so sudden, so unlooked-for is the happiness, that
1 could almost doubt its reality. Why—why am I o blest ?
Forgive me, Eleanor, if so many dark oppressions weigh upon
my brain, that what I fain would wish the most, I most discre-
dit; and theough I hold thee to my bosom, and feel to my
heart’s inmost core that thou art nigh me, yet do I fear that the
fate which hath brought thee hither, may tear thee from me. -
Speak—speak, dear Eleanor, and say, to what blessed circum-
stances 1 am indebted for this unloocked-for happiness.”

¢« J am here—we are here, dear Ranulph ; but the melancholy
occasion of our meeting is one which represses even my joy at
seeing you. We are staying not far hence, with friends ; and
m{ mother, hearing of her brother’s death, and wishing to bury
all ‘animosity with him, resolved to be present at the sad cere-
mony. We were told you could not be here.”

“* And Would my presence have prevented your attendanee,
Eleanor 1’

« Not that, dear Ranulph ; but—="

s But what 7”

« ] feared to meet you.”

< Why fear, dear Eleanor 1"

She tarned aside without answering. :

At that moment, a recollection of his mother’s warning words,
and of the change that might take xlaoe in his fortunes, crossed
Ranulph’s mind as the baleful shadow of a fiend flitting over a
Paradise ; and he shuddered. :

« We are but secondary in your regards, Sir Ranulph,” said
Mrs. Mowbray, admncinﬁ. .
¢ Sir Ranulph!” mentally eehoed the young man— What
will ske think, when she knows that that title is not mine ?—
1 dread to tell her.” He then added aloud, with a melaneholy
smile—“ 1 crave your pardon, Madam, but the delight of a
meeting so unexpected with your daughter must plead my

apolﬁy." . .

« None is wanting, Sir Ranulph,” said Major Mowbray.
<1 who have known what seﬁlration from my sister is, can
readily excuse your feelings. But you look ill.”

« I have, indeed, experienced much mental anxiety,” said
Ranulph, looking at Kleanor; ¢but that is now past, and 1"
would fain hope that a brighter day is dawning.’y, His heart
answered, ’twas but a hope. .

s You were unlooked-for here to-night, Ranulph,” said Mrs.

- - Al
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Mowbray—‘by us at least: we were told that you were
abroad—that you could not be here.”

« You were rightly informed, Madam,” replied Ranulph.
«I was unlooked-for, not by you alone, but by all. I enly
arrived this evening from Bourdeaunx.”

« From Bourdeaux !” exclaimed Eleanor.

« From Chateau La Riviére, on the Garonne,” replied Ra-
nulph.”

« Chiteaux La Riviére!” echoed Eleamor, in surprise.
¢ And so you visited the dear old honse? Were you aware who
had been its inhabitants ¥’ . .

« T was, dear Eleanor,” replied Ranulph; ¢ I have resided
there during the last two months.” . .

« Tndeed 1’ said Mrs., Mowbray. ‘And Madame Derville
and her husband »

"+« Were well, when I departed.”

.« T am delighted to hear it. And how did you contrive to
ﬁ]nd out the house }—you must tell me all about it, dear Ran-
ulph,”

% Not now, Eleanor,” interrupted Mrs. Mowbray—« yo
forget.” T

‘i‘el did, indeed, forget,” said Eleanor, saddening.

¢« We must depart,” said Mrs. Mowbray, addressing Ranulph.
« We are staying with the Davenhams, at Braybrook, and shall
remain there. Adieu.” i

¢ My days of mourning will be broken by painful yet neces-
sary duties, which will not admit delay,” returned Ranulph;
] will ride there to-morrow. There is much on which I woald
consult you all. I would have ventured to request the favour
of your company at the Hall, had the occasion been other than
the present.’

«And I would gladly have accepted your invitation, had the
season been more suitable, Sir Ranulph,” returned Mrs. Mow-
- bray; «I would gladly see that house again. During your
father’s lifetime I could not approach it; now you are owner of
the mansion, it will delight me much to behold it once more.
*Tis a fine old house !—Y¥ou are lord of broad lands, Sir Ran-
ulph—a goodly inheritance.”

¢ Madam !”’

¢ And a proud title, which youn will grace well, I doubt not.
The first, the noblest of our house, was he from whom you
derive your name. You are the third Sir Ranulph; the first
founded the house of Rookwood, the next advanced it—"tis for
you to raise its glory to its acme.*

« Alas ! Madam, 1 have no such thought.”

«And whe:zﬁ)re W&’—you are young—you are wealthy—
you are powerful. With such demesnes as those of Rookwood
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—with sngh a title as its lord can claim, nought is-tpo high to
1re to. - ‘- .

¢ I aspire to nothing, Madam, but your daughter’s+hand ; and
even that I will not ventare to aolioi{ until y%l:l:re aeguainted
with ——"’ and he hesitated. .

¢ With what ¥’ asked Mrs. Mowbray. )

4 Dear Ranulph—for mercy’s sake—not now-—speak not of
it now—"' interrupted Eleanor.

“A sin,gular, and to me most perplexing event hath occurred
to-night,”” replied Ranulph, ¢ which may materially effect my
£ature fortunes.”

4¢ Your fortunes !”” echoed Mrs. Mowbray, ¢ Doth it relate to
your mother 1 . .

¢ No, Madam, not to her, to another !

¢ Ha! what other?”

« Do not—pray do not press this matter farther now, dear
mother,” said Eleanor, ¢ you distress him.”

¢ You-shall know all to-morrow,” said Ranulph. -

4¢ Ay, to-morrow, dear Ranalph,” said Eleanor; * and what-
ever that morrow may bring forth, it will bring happiness to
me, so you are bearer of the tidings.”

¢¢ Dear Eleanor!” : .

<] shall expect your coming with impatience,” said Mrs,
Mowbray.

« And 1,” said Major Mowbray, who had listened thus far in
silence, ¢ would offer you my services fully, in any way you
think they would be useful to you. Command me as you think
fitting.” .

«] thank you heartily,” retarned Ranulph. ¢To-morrow

wyou shall learn all. Meanwhile it will be my business to in- "

vestigate the truth or falsehood of the statement I have heard,
ere I report it to you.”

As they issued from the ehureh it was grey dawn. Mrs.
Mowbray’s carriage was at the door. The party entered it;
and, accompanied by Doetor Small, whom he found within in
the veetry,l;!annlph walked towards the Hall, where a fresh
surprise awaited him. 19% :
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CHAPTER 1L

Black Will. Which is the place where we're to be eoncealed ?

Green. ‘This inner room. . .

Black Will. 'Tis we. ' The word is, “ Now I take »
ARDEN oF FXvERSHAM.

Leavine Ranulph Rookwood on his way to the Hall, we
shall now return to the captive.

Guarded by the two young farmers, who had displayed so
much address in seizing him, Luke was conveyed in safety to

"“..the small chamber in the eastern wing, destined by Mr. Coates,

to be his place of confinement for the night. The room,
or rather closet, opening from another room, was extremely
well adapted for the purpose for whioh it was chosen, having
no perceptible outlet; being defended, on either side, by
thwz partition walls, of the hardest oak, and at the extremity,
by the solid masonry of the mansion. It was, in fact, a rem-
nant of the building anterior even to the first Sir Ranulph’s «
day; and the narrow limits of Luke’s cell had been erected
long before the date of his earliest progenitor. Having seen
his prisoner safely bestowed, the room was carefully examined
—every board sounded—every crevice and corner peered into
by the needle eye of the little lawyer, and nothing being found
insecure, the light was removed—the door locked—the rustio
constables dismiesed, and a brace of pistols loaded, and laid on
- the table, Mr. Coates pronounced himself thoroughly satisfied
and quite comfortable. : :

¢ Comfortable!” Titus heaved a sigh, as he echoed tie
word—it found no echo in his heart.. gﬂe felt anything but
comfortable. His heart was with the body all the while. He
_thought of the splendour of the funeral—the torches—the illu-
mined church—his own dignifiéd march down the aisle, and the
effect he expected to produce amengst the bewildered rustics.
He thought of all these things, and cursed Luke by his Gods.
The sight of the musty old apartment, hung round with faded
arras, which, as he said, ¢ smelt of nothing gut rats and ghosts,
and such like varmint,” di¢ not serve to inspirit him ; and the
proper equilibrium of his temper was not-completely restored
until the entrance of the butler into the ropm, with all the re-
quisites for the manufacture of punch, afforded him some pros-
pective solace. ‘

¢ And what are they all about now, Tim 1"’ asked Titus.

«They are all carousing,” answered the domestic; ¢ Dr.
Small is just about to pronounce the funeral ration.”
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«Devil take it,” replied Titus, ‘“there’s another miss—
Couldn’t I just sliP out, and see that }”’
th“ y no means, * said Coates. ¢ Consider, Sir Ranulph is

ere. -

“Ah Tim!” said Titus, heaving a deep sigh and squeezing a
lemon : ¢ do you recollect the way I used to brew for the ould'
Squire, with a bit-of fruit at the bottom of the glass? And then
to think that, after all, I should be left out of his funeral—it’s
the very height of barbarity. You are sure this is biking water,
Tim,—for after all, that’s the secret of making good toddy, and
you may take my word for it, Tim. This rum of yours is poor
stuff—there’s no punch worth the trouble of drinking, but
whiskey—a glass of right patheen, straw colour, peat-flavour,
ten degrees over proof, would be the only thing to drown m
cares. Any such stuff in the cellar? There usedto be an odi
bottle or so, Tim 1”

“I’ve a notion there be,” returned Timothy. «I’ll try the
old bin, and if I can lay hands upon one, your honour shall
have it, you may depend.” i

The butler departed, and Titus, emnlating Mr. Coates, who
had already enveloped himself, like Juno, in a cloud, proceeded
to light his pipe..

Luke, meanwhile, had been left alone, without ]ight. He -
paced about his narrow prison; a few steps was all its space
afforded ; until, wearied with the fruitless exertion, he at length
sat down. He had much to meditate upon, and with nought to
check the current of his thoughts, nought to distract his atten-
tion, in silence, in solitude, and in darkness, he pondered deeply
upon his past, his present situation, and his future prospects.

he fature was gloomy enough—the present fraught with dan-
ger. And now that the fever of excitement was passed, he
severely reproached himself for his precipitaney. His mind,
by degrees, assumed a mere tranquil state; and, exhausted
with his great previous fatigue, he threw himself upon the floor
of his prison-house, and addressed himself to slumber. The
noise he made induced Caates to enter the room, which he did
with a pistol in each hand, followed by Titus, with a pipe and
candle; but finding all safe, the sentinels retired.

¢ One may see, with half an eye, that you’re not used to a
feather bed, my friend,” said Titus, as the door was locked.
¢ By the powers, but he’s a tall chap, any how—why bhis feet
almost touch the door. Ishould say that reom was a matter of
six feet long, Mr. Coates.” -

¢ Exactly.” .

« Well, that’s a good guess. Curge that uilg ragpal, Tim;
he’s never brought the whiskey yet; but P11 be even with him -
to-morrow. Couldn’t you just see to the prisoner for ten
minutes, Mr. Coates 1"’
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« Not ten seconds. I shall report you, if you stir from your

o‘t‘!’ . -

Here the door was opened, and Tim entered with the whis-
key.

xAh, by my soul, Tim, and here you come at last—uncork
it, man, and give usa thimble foll—blob—there goes the stop-

er—here’s a glass”—smacking hislips—¢ whist, Tim, anothér

drop—estuff like this will never hurt a body. Mr. Coates, try it
—no—I thought you'd be a man of more taste.’”
1 must limit you to a certain quantity,” replied Coates, ¢ or
* you will hot be fit to keeP guard—another glass must be the
extent of your allowance.”

« Another glass! and do you thivk I’ll submit to. any such
iniquitous proposition 1"

s¢ Beg pardon, gentlemen,” said Tim ; ¢ but her ladyship de-
sires me to tell you both, that she trusted you would {eep the
strictest watch upon the prisoner. I have the same message
algo from Sir Ranulph.” -

¢t Do you hear that ¥’ cried Coates. ’

¢ And what are they all about now, Tim?”* asked Titus.

¢ Just starting, Sir—they’re all getting ready,” returned

im; ¢and, indeed, I must not lose my time gossiping here,
for I be wanted now. You must be pleased to take care of .
yourselves, gentlemen, for an hour or 8o, for there will be only
a few women-kind left in the house. The storm’s just over,
and the men are all lighting their torches. Oh, it’s a grand
sight !” And off set Tim. '

¢ Bad luck to myself, any how,” ejaculated Titus; ¢ this is
more than I can bear—I’ve had enough of this watch and ward
business—if the prisoner stirs, shoot him, Mr. Coates, if you
think proper—I'll be back in an hour.” .

] tell you what, Mr. Tyrconnel,” said Coates, coolly,
taking up the pistol from the table, ¢ I'm a man of few words,
but those few are, I hope, to the purpose, and I’d have you to
know that if you stir from that chair, or attempt to leave the
room, dammee if I don’t send a brace of bullets after you. I'm
serious, I assure you.” Saying which, he cocked the pistol.

Titus attempted no farther reply;.but deliberately brewed

- himself a glass of toddy. :

¢ That’s your last glaes,” said the inexorable Coates.

To return once more to Luke. He slept uneasily for some
short space, and was awakened by a sound whieh reached his
dreaming ears, and counected itself with the visions that slum-
ber was weaving around him. It was some moments before he
could distinctly remember where he was. He would not ven-
ture to sleep again, though he felt impelled by drowsiness—
there was a ﬁxeq pain At his heart, as if circulation were sus-
pended, Changing his posture, he raised himself upon one

~
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arm—he then became aware of a scratching noise, somewhat
similar to the sound he had heard in his dream, and perceived, -
wha.t hq had not before noticed, a light gleaming through a
crevice in the oaken partition. His attention' was immediately
arrested, and placing his eye close to the chink, which had
probably been originally occasioned by the warping of the
wood, could distinctly perceive a dark lantern burning ; and, by
its light, a man filing some implement of house-breaking.
The light fell before the hard features of the man, with whose
countenance Luke was familiar; and although only one person
came within the scope of his view, Luke could make out from
a muttered conversation that was carried on, that he had a com-
‘panion. The parties were near to him, and though speaking in
a low tone, Luke’s quick ear caught the ollowingngis-
course : , . .

s¢ Curse the darkey,””* said he of the file—¢¢I can’t see the
teeth of this here handsaw, and sharp they must be, or I shall
never cut through the plate-chest in time—Where’s the. jemmy,l]:
and the kate '!¥ Softly, sofily, thoul’t never larn judgment, Dic
Wilder—Don’t I tell thee that that cursed law-lurcher is keep-
ing wateh in thre next room, and it won’t do to disturb *em just
now? We maost ramshackle the house first, before we think
of tackling him.” »

¢ Well, for my part,” replied Witder, ¢I'can’t see the use
of meddling with that business; but, however, Jack Palmer
will have it so, and he’s in a manner our Captain, and we
must obey him. That youngster’s not like one of us—he’s but
a canting runaway, and not a reg’lar scampsman like ourselves;
for my part, I should leave him to the eare of his old lockeram
jaw’d granddad ; but, as I said before, Jack’s will is law-—be-
sides, we owe him a good turn—we shall have a prize to-night
—thank’s to his management—I’ve already got my share of the
lurries—and you’ve pocketed a few—eli, gogo ”

« Ay, but nothing to wheqt we shall bave—there’s a mint o’
money, and a power of plate, besides jewels, beyond all price,
in the old lady’s room. She keeps all locked up in her strong
box—as Jack has found out. I stole there myself, to have a
look at the place aforehand, and were just creeping towards
her chamber, when I seed the old Lady and this here Luke
Bradley make their aqpearanee. I heard her screeching; but,
as you may suppose, I didn’t tarry for much questioning.”

¢ You might have saved us all this trouble, had you re-
mained,” retarned Wilder. .

¢« Ay, but it wouldn’t fadge then—but what rig keeps Jack ?
We’re all ready for the job—and I tell you what, Rob Rust, "
I've made my clasp knife as sharp as a razor, and dammee

* Dark lantern. t Iron crow. 1 Pick-lock.
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if that old woman gives me much of her jaw, if I don’t spoil
her t.alking in fature, may I come to the gallows before my
time’s up.” - '

Suppressed laughter, from Rust, followed this speech.
That laogh made Luke’s blood run cold withia bis veins.

A footstep was now heard in the room, and presently after-
wards, exclamations of surprise, and smothered laughter, were
heard from the parties.

¢ Bravo, caPtain—funous. That dress would deceive the
devil bimself.”

s¢ 1 think it will answer the pu:lpose,” returned the new comer
jnil })’ut wal‘llat gheer, palls?—Is all ready 1”—: Ay, ay, captain
- s ready.’

¢ There, off with your stamps, and on with your list slippers
—not a word. Follow me, and, for your lives, don’t move a
step, but as I direct you. The word must be, ¢ Sir Piers Rook-

- wood calls.” We'll overhall the swag here; and hark ye, my
lads, I'll not budge an inch till Luke Bradley be set free. He's
an old friend, and I always stick by old friends. I'd do the
same for either of you, so no flinching; besides, I owe that

i ank’d, sni ig, split-cause- Coates, who ptands
sentinel, a grudge, and I’ll pay him off, as Paul did the Ephe-
sians. You may crop his ears, or slit his tongue, as you would
a magpie’s, or any other chattering varmint; make him sign
his own testament, or treat him with a touch of your Habeas
Corpus Act, if you think proper, or give him a taste of the blue
plumb. And now to business.” .

Saying which, they .noiselessly departed; but, carefully as
they closed the door, Luke’s ear could detect the sound.—
They were gone—what was he to do1—the houge wounld be
rgbbed. The immediate attack would be directed to Lady
Rookwood ; in case of resistance she would be murdered ; and
that this was no idle supposition, the character of the men too
well assured him. And then, with hands, perhaps, dripping
with her blood, they would return, to release E:m rom prison ;
in reality, the master of the house, after they had despoiled it.
His blood was chilled with horror—and felt what all must have
experienced, who have been so situated, with the will but not
the power, to assist another—a sensation almost approaching
to torture. At this moment a- distant scream burst upon his ~
ears—another—he hesitated no longer. With all his force he
thundered against the door.

¢« What do you want, rascal ¥’ inquired Coates, from with-
out.

¢ There are robbers in the house.” o

«Thank you for the information. There is one I know of
already.” :




143

“ I",?ol, they are in Lady Rookwood’s room—fly to her assist-
ance.

¢ A likely story, and leave you here.”
“ Do you hear that scream

¢ Eh, what—what’s that?—1I do hear something, but it may

be all a trick.”

Luke dashed himself with all his force against the door. It
burst open, and he stood before the astonished Attorney.
¢ Advance a footstep, scoundrel,” said Coates, presenting

::3 |’I,iﬂ pistols, “and I will lodge a brace of bullets in your

¢ Listen to me,” said Luke ; ¢ there are robbers in the house = *
—thely are in Lady Rookwood’s chnmber—thei‘ will plunder -
a

the place of everything—perhaps murder her. Fly to her as-
sil:tanee,,’ I will accompany you—assist you—it is your dhly’
chance. . - '

% My only chan r only chance, rascal; do you take

me for a green horn? is is a poor subterfuge; could you -

not have vamred u||‘) something better? But back to your own
room, or I will make no more of shooting you, than I would of
snulfing that candle.” -

« Be advised, Sir—I warn you—Lady Rookwood herself will
throw all the blame on you. There are three of them—give
me a pistol, and fear nothing.”

¢ Give you a pistol ! Ha, ha—to be its mark myself. Yon
are an amusing rascal, I will say.” .

. ¢ 8ir, I tell you not a moment is to be lost, 1Is life nothing ?
she may be murdered.” . i

«] tell you, once for all, it won’t do; go back to your room,
or take the consequence.” .

¢ But it shall do, any how,” exclaimed Titus, flinging"
himself aponthe Attorney, and holding both his arms ; ¢ you’ve
bullied me long enough—I’m sure the lad’s in the right.”

Nothing heeding the disputants, Luke snatched the pistols
from the hands of Coates.

¢ Very well, Mr. Tyrconnel ; vel;y well, Sir;” cried the
Attorney, boiling with wrath, and splattering out his words—
¢ Extremely well, Sir; you are nof perhaps aware, Sir, what
you have done ; but you will repent this, Sir—repent, 1 say—
repent was my word, Mr. Tyrconnel.”

¢ Repent be d——d,” replied Titus.

st Follow me,” cried Luke; ¢ settle your differences hereaf-
ter. Quick, or we shall be too late.”

Coates bustled after him, and Titus, putting the neck of the
forbidden whiskey bottle to his lips, and gulping down a hasty
mouthful, snatched up a rusty poker, and followed the party
with more alacrity than might have been expected from so
portly a personage.

e 4
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Gibbet. Well, gentlemen, 'tis a fine night for our enterprise.
Hounslow. Dark as hell.
Bagshot. And blows like the devil. .
Boniface. You'll have no creature to deal with but the ladies.
Gibbet. And I can assure you, friend, there’s a great deal of ad-
dress, and good manners, in robbingll:dlady. I am the most of a
gentleman, that way, that ever trav the road.
- . : BEAUX STRATAGEM. -

Accompanizd by her son, Lady Rookwood, on quitting the
chamber of the dead, returned .to her own room. They were
alone. She renewed all her arguments—had recourse to pas-
sionate supplications—to violent threats; all were ineffectual.
Ranulph maintained profound silence. He listened with melan-
choly attention, but replied not. Passion, as it often doth, de-
feated its own ends; and Lady Rookwood, seeing the ill effect
her anger would probably produce, gradually softened the
asperity of her manner, and suffered Ranulph to depart.

eft to herself and the communings of her own troubled
spirit, her fortitude, in a measure, forsook her under the pres-
sure of the difficulties that seemed to press on all sides. There
wes no plan she could devise—no scheme adopt, unattended
with extremest peril. She must act alone—with promptitude,
with decision, with secresy : to win her son over was her chief
desire, and that at all hazards, she was resolved to do. _But
how +—She knew but of one point upan which he was valner-
able—one weak part on which the citadel of his firm soul was
accessible—one link- by which she could enchain him. His

love for Eleanor Mowbray was that link. By niaing doubts -

in his mind, and showing fresh difficulties, she would compel
him to acquiesce in her machinations, as a necessary means of
accomplishing her own object. This she wished to effect, but,
still she doubted ; there was a depth of resolution in the placid
stream of Ranulph’s character, which she had already often
fathomed. She knew his firmness, and she dreaded that his
sense of justice should be stronger than his passion, ardent
th::gh she knew the latter to be. But the trial should be
made.

As she wove these webs of darkness, fear, hitherto unknown,
took possession of her soul. She listened to the howling of
the wind—to the vibration of the rafiers—to the thunder’s roar,
and to the hiesing rain; till she, who never trembled at the

-
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Yhought of danger, became filled with apprehension and vague
uneasiness. . - '
She summoned her attendant, Agnes. The old handmaiden
remarked the perturbed manner of her mistress, but made no
comment. Lights were ordered; and when Agnes returned,
Lady Rookwood fixed a look so wistful upon her, that she veas
tured to address her. Agnes trembled as she spoke— :
¢ Bless you, my Lady, but you look very pale, and no wone
der. I feel sick at heart, too. 1t’s all over, and he is gone to
_his account—poor master! he who feared so much-to die—and
then sach a night as it i6 for his funeral! Oh, my Latly, I
shall be glad when they return frem the church, and happier
still when the morning dawns—I can’t sleep a wink—can’t close
my eyes, but I think of him.” .
¢ Of Aim 27 - )
<« Of Sir Piers, my Lady; for though he’s dead, I don’t think
he’s gone.” . - :
¢ How 17
“ Why, my Lady, the corruptible part of him’s gone sure
enough; but the incorruptible, as Doctor Small calls it—the
sperrif, my Lady—it might be my fancy, your Ladyship; but
as I'm standing here, when I went back into the room just
aow for the lights, as I hope to live, I thought I saw Sir Piers
in the room.”
4 You are crazed, Agnes.” .
¢ No,my Lady, 1’m not crazed—it was mere fancy, no doubt;
but I tiought I saw him. O, it’s a blessed thing to live with-
an easy consci a thrice blessed thing to die with an easy
one, and that’s what I never shall, I’m afeard. Poor Sir Piers!
I’d mumble a pxayer for him, if I durst.”
¢ Hence—Ileave me," said Lady Rookwood.
Agnes left the room. T
% What if the dead can return,?” thought Lady Rookwood.
« All men doubt it, yet all men believe it. 7 would not believe
it, were there not a creeping horror that overmasters me, when
1 think of the state be?'ond the grave—Ha—what sound was
that%—a stifled scream !—Agnes!'—without there!—she hears
me not—she is full of fears—I am not free from them myself,
but I will shake them off. This will divert their channel,’’
drawing forth out of her bosom the marriage certificate. ¢ This
will arouse the torpid current of my blood—* Piers Rookwood to
Susan Bradley’ And by whom solemnized? The name is
Checkley—Richard Checkley—ha, I bethink me—a Romish
riest—a recusant—who was for some time concealed in the
ouse, during that wench’s lifetime. I have heard of this man
—he wag afterwards imprisoned, but escaped—he is either
dead, or in a foreign land. No witnesses—’tis well! Me-
thinks Sir Piers Rookwood did well to preserve this—it shall
VOL. I, : 13 '
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light his funeral pyre—would he could now behold me, as 1
consume it.” N . .
She held the paper in the direction of the candle; but, ere it .
could touch the flame, it dropped from her hand. As if her
horrible wish had been granted, before her stood the figure of
her husband ! Lady Rookwood started not. No sign ‘of trepi-
dation or alarm, save the sudden stiffening of her form, was
betrayed. Her bosom ceased to palpitate—her respiration
stopped—her eyes were fixed upon the apparition. ) :
: 'Fhe figure moved not, but regarded her sternly. It was at
some little distance, within the shade cast by the lofty bed-
stead. Still she could distinotly discern it; it was no ocular
deception ; it moved—it was’ attired in the costume Sir Piers
was wont to wear—his hunting dress. All that her son had
told her, rushed to her recollection. The plrantom advanced;
its countenance was pale, and wore a gloomy frown. .
«What would you destroy ¥** asked the apparition, in a hol-
low tone. :
¢ The evidence of—"
¢ What 1 .
¢ Your marriage.” _
¢ With yourself, accursed woman 1"’
¢ With Susan Bradley.”
¢¢ With her ¥’ shouted the figure, in an altered tone—¢ With
her—married to her! then Luke is legitimate, and heir to this
estate!” Uttering which, the apparition rushed to the table,
and secured the document. ¢ A marriage certificate!” it
~ ejaculated—¢ here’s a piece of luck! "By the triple tree of St.
regorie, but this is a prize worth drawing—it ain’t often in
our Jottery life we pick outa ticket like this. One way or the
other, this must turn up a few cool thousands !’
¢ Restore that paper, villain,” exclaimed Lady Rookwood,
recovering all the audacity natural to her character, the instant
she discovered that the intruder was mortal—¢¢ restore it, or, by
heaven, you shall rue the hour in which you dared —"”
¢ Softly, softly,” replied the pseudo-phantom, with one
hand pushing back the lady, while the other conveyed the
Erecious document to the custody of his nether man, giving the
uckskin pocket a slap—¢two words to that, my Lady. I
know its value as well as yourself, and mus? make my market.
The highest offer has me, your Ladyship; he’s but a poor
auctioneer, that knocks down his ware to the first bidder.
Luke Bradley may come -down more handsomely with the
atumw.”
« Who are you, ruffian, that take the guise of Sir Piers
Rookwood? To what end is this masquerade assumed? If
for the purpose’ of terrifying me into compliance with the
schemes of that madman, Luke Bradley, whom I presums to
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be your confederate, your labour is mis-spent—your stolen
disguise has no more weight with him than Ais forged claims.”

“Forged claims. Damme, he must be a prime fakir*, to
have forged that. But your Ladyship is in error—Luke Brad-
ley is no confederate of mine.”

. ,I’ioth are robbers. You steal from the father—he from the
son.

¢« Come, my I:ady, these are hard words—1I have no time to
bandy talk.” What money have you in the house %—be
alive.”

¢ You are a robber, then 7"’

¢t Robber !—not I—I'm a tax-gatherer—a collector of Rick
Rates—Ha, ha! But come, what plate have you got? Nay,
don’t be alarmed—take it quietly—these things can’t be hel
—make up your mind to it without more ado—much the best
plan—no screaming—it may injure your lungs, and can alarm
nobody. Your maids have done.as much before—it’s heneath
your dignity to make so much noise. So, you will not heed
me?! Asyou will.” Saying which, he deliberately cut the
bell cord, and drew out a brace of pistols at the same time.

. ¢ Agnes!” shricked Lady Rookwood, now seriously alarmed.
< must caution your Ladyship to be silent,” said the rob-
‘ber, who, as our readers will no doubt have already conjectured,
was no other than the redoubted Jack Palmer. Cocking a
istol, ¢ Agnes is already disposed of,”’ said he. ¢ However
rike yoar deceased ¢ Lord and master’ I may appear, you will find
you have got a very different spirit from that of Sir Piers to
deal with. I am, naturally, the politest man breathing—have
. been accounted the best bred man on the road, by every lady
whom I have had the honour of addressing ; and I should be sorry
to sully my well-earned reputation by anything Mke rudeness.
Bat I know the consequence of my oharacter, and must, at all
hazards, support it. I must use a little force, of the gentlest
kind. Perbaps you will permit me to hand you to a chair—
bless me, what a wrist your Ladyship has got. Excuse me if-
I hurt you; but you are so devilish strong. Curse me if I
ever thought to be mastered by a woman. What, ho! ¢Sir Piers
Rookwood calls’——"" . '

¢« Ready,’’ cried a voice. .

«That’s the word,” echoed another; ¢ Ready.”’—And, im-
mediately, two men, their features entirely hidden by a shroud
of black crape—accoutered in rough attire, and edch armed
with pistols, rushed into the room. . - -

¢ Lend a hand,” said Jack.

Even in this perilous extremity, Lady Rookwood’s coura
did not desert her. Anticipating their purpose, ere her assail-
_ants could reach her, she extricated herself from Palmer’s grasp,

* Forger.
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and rushed upon the foremost so unexpectedly, that before the

‘man could seize her, which he endeavoured to do, she snat'ched
u pistol from his hand, and presented it at his head with a
fierceness of aspect, like that of a tigress at bay—her eye
wandering from one to the other of the group, as if selecting a
mark. : ‘

There was a pause of some few seconds, in which the men

looked at the lady, and then at their leader. Jack looked
blank. ’
.« Hem !” said he, coolly—* This is something new—dis-
armed—defied by a petticoat. Hark ye, Rob Raust; the dis-
grace rests with you. Clear your character by securing her at
once, What! afraid of a woman !”’

« A woman !” repeated Rust, in a surly tone; ¢ devilish
like a woman indeed. Few men could do what she have
done. Give the word, and 1 fire; but as to seizing her, that’s
more than I’ll engage to do.” -

¢ Then.damn you for a coward,” said Jack. ¢ Seize her I
will—I will steer clear of blood—if I can help it. Come, Ma-
dam, surrender, like the more sensible part o Jour sex, at dis-
cretion. You will find resistance of no avail ;> and he stepped
boldly towards her. °

Lady Rookwood drew the triggers The pistol flashed in the
pan. She flung away the useless weapon, without a word.

« Ha, ha!” said Jack, as he leisurely stooped to pick up the
pistol, and approached her La?{shi{;—-“ the bullet is not yet
cast, that is to be my billet. Here,” added he, dealing Rust a
heavy thump upon the shoulder with the butt end of the piece
~+stake back your snapper, and look you prick the touch-hole,
or your barking iron will' never bite for you. And now, Ma-
-dam, ] must take the liberty of again handing you to a seat,
Dick Wilder, the cord—quick. ﬁldistr-esses me to proceed to
such lengths with your Ladyship—but safe bind, safe find, as
Mr. Coates would say.” . :

¢ You will not bind me, ruffian.” o

¢ Indeed, but your Ladyship is very much mistaken—I bave
no alternative——your Ladyship’s wrist is far too dexterous to be
at liberty. I must furthermore request of your Ladyship to be
less vociferous—you interrupt business, Madam, which should
be transacted wit{\ silence and deliberation.”

Lady Rookwood’s rage and vexation at this indignity were
beyond all bounds. Resistance, however, was useless, and she

. submitted, in silence. The cord was passed tightly round her
arms, when it flashed upon her recollection, for the first time,
that Coates and Tyrcoenel, who were jn charge of her captive
in the lower ecorridor, might be summoned to her assistance.
This idea had no sooner crossed her mind than she uttered a
loud and protracted scream.
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Damnation !” cried Jack—*civility is wasted here. . Give
me the gag, Rob 1

¢ Betwr slit her squeaking pipe, at once,” replied Rust,
drawing his clasp knife—¢: she’ll thwart everything.”

¢ The gag, I say—not that.”

1 can’t find the gag,” exclaimed Wilder, savagely: ¢ Leave
Rob Rust to manage her—he’ll silence her, 1 warrant you,
while you and I rummage the room.”

¢ Ay, leave her to me,” said the other miscseant. ¢ Go
about the room, and take no heed—her hands are fast—she
can’t scratch—I’ll do it with a single gash—send her to join
her Lord, whom she loved so well, before he’s under ground.
They’li have something to see when they come home from
the master’s funeral—their mistress cut and dry for another.—
Ho, ho!”

¢ Mercy, mercy !’ shrieked Lady Rookwood.

¢« Ay, ay, I’ll be merciful,y said Rust, brandishing his knife
before her eyes. “1'll not be long about it. Leave her to me
—T’ll give her a taste of Sir Sidney*.” )

¢ No, no, Rust—by God, you shan’t do that,” said Jack, au-
thoritatively—¢ I’ll find some other way to gag the jade.”

At this moment a noise of rapid footsteps was heard within
the passage.

¢ Assistance comes,” screamed Lady Rookwood. ¢ Help!
help !

‘?To the door,” cried Jack. The words were scarcely out
of his mouth, before Luke dashed into the room, followed by
Coates and Tyiconnel.

Palmer and his companions levelled their pistols at the in-
truders, and the latter would have fired, but Jack’s keen eye
having discerned Luke amongst the foremost, checked further
hostilities for the present. Lady Rookwood, meanwhile, find-
ing herself free from restraint, had rushed towards her deli-
verers, and crouched beneath Luke’s protecting arms, which
were extended, pietol in hand, over her head. Behind them -
stood Titus Tyrconnel flourishing the paker, and Mr. Coates,
who, upon theé sight of so much warlike preparation, began
somewhut to repent having rushed so precipitately into the
lion’s den.: )

¢« Luke Bradley !” exclaimed Palmer, stepping forward.

« Luke Bradley !”” echoed Lady Rookwood, recoiling and
staring into his face. . oo

st Fear nothing, Madam,” cried Luke. ¢«I am here to as-
sist you—I will defend you with my life.” T

«You defend me /" exclaimed Lady RookWwaod, as in
doubt.

# Closp knife.
13*
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« Even I, cried Luke; * strange as it may sound.”

s« Holy powers protect me!” ejaculated Titus.  As I live,
it is Sir {-‘wrs himself.” ’

« Sir Piers!” echoed Coates, catching the infectiort of terror,
as he perceived Palmer more distinctly. « What! is the dead
come to life again 1—a ghost—a ghost !’ |

« A ghost!’ echoed Titus. « By my sowl, it’s the first ghost
I ever heard of, that committed a burglary on its own house,
and the night of the body’s burial too. But what the devil
are these avith it1 may be they’re ghosts likewise.”

¢ They are,” said Palmer, in a hollow tone, mimicking the

~ voice of Sir Piers, ¢ attendant spirits. We are come for this

‘woman~-her time is out—s80 no more palavering, Titus, but lend
a hand to take her to the church-yard, and be-d——d to you.”
«Upon my conscience, Mr. Coates,” cried Titus, ¢ it's
either the devil, or Sir Piers. We’ll be only in the way here.
Hé’s only just settling his old scores with his Lady. I thought
it would come to this, long ago.” .
Jack took advantage of the momentary confusion, ereated by
this incidental alarm at his disguise, to direct Rust towards the

" door by which the new comers had entered; and, this being

”

accomplished, he burst into a loud laugh.

¢ What! not know me,” cried he—¢ not know your old
friend with a new face, Luke? nor you, Titus? nor you, who
can see th’l;ough 4 millstone, Lawyer Coates, don’t you recog-
nize :

¢ Jack Palmer, as I'm a sinner,” cried Titus. “ By the

owers, and so it is. Why, Jack, honey, whatdoes this mane ?

8 it yourself I see in such company? You're not robbing in
arnest?” |

¢t Indeed but I am, friend Titus,’” exclaimed Jack ; « and ¢¢¢s
my own self you see. I just took the liberty of borrowing Sir
Piers’s old hunting eoat from the justice room. You shid my
togiag wouldn’t do for the funeral. I’'m no other than plain
Jack Palmer, after all.”

¢ With half a dozen aliases at your back, I dare say,” cried
Coates. ¢ Isuspected you all along—all your praise of high-
waymen was-not lost upon me. No, no—i can see into a mill-
stone, be it ever so thick.”

% Well ;” replied Jack—¢ ’'m sorry to see you here, friend
Titus ; but keep quiet, and you shall come to no harm. As to
you, Luke Bradley, you have anticipated my intention’ by half
an hour; I meant to set you free. For you, Mr. Coates, you
may commit all future care of your affairs to your executors,
administrators, anq agsigns. You will have no farther need to
trouble yourself with worldly eoncerns,” levelling a pistol at
the Attorney, who, however, shielded himself, in an ecstacy of
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apprehension, ‘behind Luke’s person. ¢ Stand aside, Luke,”
said Jack. . )

1 stir not,” replied Luke. ¢ 1 thank you for your good in-
tention, and will not injure you—that is, if you foree e not to
do so. I am here to defend her Ladyship.” .

¢ What's that you say 1 returned Jack, in sarprise—¢ de-

- Jend her Ladyship 1

“ With my life,” replied Luke. ¢ Let me counsel you to
depart.” ’

# Are you mad? Defend ker—Lady Rookwood~—your enemy
—who would hang you? Tat, tut! Stand aside, I say, Luke
Bradley, or look well to yourself.”

¢ You had better consider well, ere you proceed,” said Luke.

# You know me -of old—I have taken ons as great, and not come
off the vanquished.” . ) !

¢ The odds are even,” cried Titus, ‘if Mr. Coates will but
show fight—I'll stand by you to the last, my dear joy—you’re
the right son of your father, though on the wrong side. Och
Jack Pelmer, my jewel, no wonder you drank to the memory of

" Redmond O’Hanlon.”? .

¢ You hear this " cried Luke.

¢ Hot-headed fool !"” muttered Jack.

¢ Why don’t you shoot the mad cull on the spot, and be
d——d to him!” said Dick Wilder. .

¢ And mar my own chance?’ thought Jack; ¢ no, that will
never do—his life is not to be thrown away. Be qniet,” said
he, in a whisper, to Wilder ; ¢ I've another eard to play, which
shall serve us better than all the plunder here. No harm must
come to that yonngster—his life is worth thousands to us.”

.Then turning to Luke, he continued, ¢ I’m loth to hurt you, but
what can 1 do?—you must have the worst of it if we come to a
pitched battle. I therefore advise you, as a friend, to draw off
your forces. We are three to three ; but two of your party are
unarmed.” )

. % Uparmed!” interrupted Titus, ¢ Devil burn me, but this
iron shiflelah shall convince you to the eontrary, Jack, or any
of your friends.”

, % Make ready then, my lads,” eried Jack: = .

¢ Stop aminute,” exclaiined Coates; *¢ this gets serious—this
will end in homicide—in murder—we shall have all our throats
cat, to a certainty ; and though they will as surely be hanged
for it, that will be but poor satisfaction to the sufferers. Had
we not better compromise this matter ”*

¢t Be silent!” said Luke.

« I’m for'fighting it out,” said Titus, whisking the poker
round his head, like a flail in action; ¢ my blood’s up. Come
on, Jack Palmer, I’'m for you.”

4
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« 1 should vote for retreating,” chattered the Attorney, ¢ if
that cursed fellow had not placed a ne exeat at the door.’

& Give the word, captain,” cried Rust, impatiently.

«« Ay—ay,” echoed -Wilder.

s A skilful general always parleys,” said Jack. * A word in
your ear, Luke, ere thatbe done which cannot be undone.”

¢« You mean me no treachel"ry P returned Luke.

¢ Treachery !’ exclaimed Jack, disdainfully, uncocking his
pistols, and putting them into his pocket. )

«Shoot him as he advances,” whispered Coates; *he is in
your power now.” ‘

« Scoundrel !”* replied Luke, ¢do you think me as base as
yourself 1’ : . )

¢ Hush, hush! for God’s sake don’t expose me,” said
Coates.

« Curse me if I know what all this means,” muttered Wild-
er; ¢ but if he don’t finish the matter quickly, I’'m d——d if I
don’t take the settling of it into my own hands.”

Lady Rookwood had apparently listened to this singular con-
ference with sullen composure, though in reality she was racked
with anxiety as to its results; and, now apprehending - that
Palmer was about to make an immediate disclosure to%uke,
she accosted him as he passed her. )

¢« Unbind me!” cried she, “and what you wish shall be
your’s—inoney—jewels—-"’

¢t Ha ! may I depend ¥

] pledge my word.”

Palmer untied the cord, and Lady Rookwood, approaching a
table whereon stood the escritoir, touched a spring, and a secret
drawer flew open.

¢ Do you this of your own free will 7 asked Luke. ¢ Speak,
if it i otherwise.” .

« Y do,” returned the Lady, hastily.

_Palmer’s eyes glistened at the treasures exposed to his
view.

« They are jewels, of countless price. Take them—and rid
me,” she added, in a whisper, ¢ of Aim.”

¢t Luke Bradley 1” ’

« Ay.”?

¢ Give them to me.”

« They are thine, freely, on those terms.”

¢« You hear that, Luke,” cried he aloud ; ¢ you hear it, Titas
—this is no robbery. Mr. Coates—* Know all men by these
presents,’—1I cali you to witness, Lady Rookwood gives me
these pretty things.” }

¢« T do,” returned she ; adding, in a whisper, “on the terms
which I proposed.”
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¢¢ Must it be done at once 1"

¢ Without an instant’s delay.”

¢¢ Before your owa eyes 1"’

¢ I fear not to look on—eaech moment is precious—you need
bat draw the trigger—he is off his guard now—you do it, you
know, in self-defence.” .- -

¢ And you 1 ’

¢ For the same cause.”

¢ Yet he came here to aid you 3"

¢ What of that.”

¢ He would have risked his life for yours 1"

¢¢ 1 cannot pay back the obligation. He must die !’

¢¢The document ¥’ .

¢ Will be useless then.” .

¢ Will not that suffice *—why aim at life ?*

¢ You triflée with me. You fear to doit.”

¢ Fear 1

¢¢ About it, then—you shall have more gold.”

«I will about it,”’ cried Jack, throwing the casket to Wilder,
and seizing both Lady Rookwood’s hands.—¢1 am no Italian
bravo, Madam—uo assassin—no remorseless cut-throat. 'What
are yeu—devil or woman, that ask me to-do this? Luke Brad-
ley, I say.” .

¢ Would you betray me " cried Lady Rookwood.

“You have betrayed yourself, Madam.—Nay, nay, Luke,
hands off. See, Lady Rookwood, how you would treat a friend.

- This strange fellow, here, would blow out my brains for laying

a finger upon your Ladyship.”

¢ I will suffer no injury to be done to her,” said Lukes ¢re-
lease her.”

¢ Your Ladyship hears him,"” said Jack. * And you, Luke,
shall learn the value set upon your generosity. You will not
have Aer injured. This instant she hath proposed, nay, paid
for your assassination.”

.4 How?” exclaimed Luke, recoiling.

¢ A lie as black as hell,” cried Lady Rookwood. .

¢ A truth as clear as heaven,” returned Jack: &I will
speedily convince you of the fact.”—Then turning to Lady

o0okwood, he whispered——¢ Shall I give him the marriage do-
cument?”’ - . . . : :
- ¢ Beware !” said Lady Rookwood.

¢ Do I avouch the truth, then "

She was silent.

¢ I am answered,” said Luke.

¢ Then leave her to her fate,” eried Jack.

¢ No,” repﬁed Luke; ¢ she is still a woman, and I will not
abandon her to ruffianly violence. Set her free.”’

« You are a fool,” said Jack. N

.
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¢ Hurrah, hurrah ! cried Coates, who had rushed to the
window—¢¢ Rescue, rescue!—they are returning from ,t,he
church—I see the torch-light in the avenue—we are saved !

¢« Hell and the devil !"" cried Jack, ¢ not an instant is to be
l:st.d Be alive, lads—bring off all the plunder you can—be

andy !

« Lady Rookwood, I bid you farewell,” said Luke, in a tone
in which scorn and sorrow were blended. ¢¢ We shall meet

in.” . .

 We have not parted yet,” returned she ; ¢¢ will you let this
man pass? A thousand pounds for his life.”

¢« Upon the’ nail ¥’ asked Rust.

“ By the living God, if any of you attempt to touch him, I
will blow out his brains, be he friend or foe,” cried Jack.
“ L?ke Bradley, we shall meet again. You shall hear from
me."”

¢t Lady Rookwood,” said Luke, as be departed, ¢ I shall not
forget this night.”

¢Is all ready ?*’ asked Palmer, of his comrades.

¢ AlLY

¢Then budge.” .

« Stay,” said Lady Rookwood, in a whisper to him. ¢ What
will purchase that document 7

€% em.”

¢ A thousand pounds ?”

¢ Double it.”

«Jt shall be doubled.”

¢T will turn it over.”

¢ Resolve me now.”

¢ You shall hear from me.”

¢In what manner "’

I will find speedy means,”

¢ Your name is Palmer 7"’

¢ Palmer is the name he goes by, your Ladyship,” replied
Soateg; ¢but it is a.fashion with these rascals to have an -
" alias.” ;

¢ Ha—ha !”” exclaimed Jack, thursting the ramrod into his
pistol barrel, as if to ascertain there was & ball within it ; ¢ are
-you there, Mr. Coates ?—Pay your wager, Sir.”

¢« What wager 1
* %The hundred we bet, that yon would take me, if ever you
had the chance.” . ’

¢ Take you—it was Dick Turpin I betted to take.”

¢ Iam Dick Turrin—Jack Palmer’s my alias, replied he.”

¢ Dick Turpin ! then I'll have a snap at you, at all hazards,”
cried Coates, springing suddenly towards him.

“And I at you,” said Turpin, discharging his pistol right
in the face of the rash Attorney—t¢ there’s a quittance in full.”
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. BOOK THE THIRD.

.

CHAPTER I.:

I had a sister, who among the race
Of gipsies was the fairest. Fair she was
In gentle blood and gesture to her beail}tzo
ME.

Taxre is a freshness in the first breath of new awakened day
(what time

—— the dupgle-grey coursers of the dawn
Beat up the liﬁ“t with their bright silver hoofs,
And chase it through the sky.) .
80 inspirating and life-giving, that even severest fatigue will
yield to its invigorating influence. Braced by the keen, thin
air, then in its qreatest purity, and refreshed, almost as if by
slumber, the toil-worn frame suddenly shakes off its lan!inor,
and prepares for renewed exertion; while the sympathetic
spirit, heretofore depressed in its energies, recovers, at once,
its elasticity, and, lil‘:e the lark, soars upwards, attuning itself
to gladness. So was it with Luke, as (after his escape from
the Hall) he inhaled the breath of the autumnal morning, and
felt himself inspired with new vigour and apimation. For the
. last two days and nights, his had been a life of vast bodily
- exertion and intense mental disquietnde; and, with the excep-

tion of a few hours of repose, stolen at the cottage of Peter

Bradley (where he had passed the day after his adventure with

the keeper), and the disturbed slumber snatched during his con-

finement at the Hall, he had known no rest. His strength, in
consequence, was fast giving way, when the fresh matin
breeze, like the elixir of youth, poured a new current into his
veins:

VOL. I. 14
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On quitting Lady Rookwood’s chamber, Luke speeded along
the gloomy corridor, descending the spiral stairs, and, swiftly
traversing sundry other dark passages, issued from a door at
the back of the house. Day was just beginning to break.
His first object had been to furnish himself with means to -ex-
pedite his flight; and percéiving no one in the yard, he direct-
ed his hasty steps towards the stable. The door of the build-

ing was ortunateel‘{ unfastened ; and, entering, he found a -

strong roan-coloured horse, which he knew, from description,
had been his father’s favourite hunter, and to the use of which,
he now considered himself fully eatitled. The animal roused
himself a8 he approached, shook his glossy coat, and neighed
as if he recognized the footstéps and the voice that addressed
him.

¢ Thou art mistaken, old fellow,” said Luke; ¢ am not he
thou thinkest ; nevertheless I am glad thy instinct would have
it so. If thou bearest my father’s son as thou hast borne my
father, o’er many a field for mangoa day, he need not fear the
best mounted of his pursuers. ho! come hither, Rook.”

The noble steed turned at the call. Luke hastily equipped
him, and vaulted upon his back, and, disregarding every impe-
diment in the shape of fence or ditch, that he might avoid en-
countering any one returning from the church, shaped his course
across the fislds towards the Sexton’s cottage, which he reach-
ed just es its' owner was in the aot of unlocking his door.
Peter .testified his delight and surprise at the escape of his
grandson, b?' a greeting of his wonted chuckling laugﬁte .

¢ Ha, ha !—free—escaped !”’ exclaimed he.—¢ Who hath de-
livered thee from the hands of the Moabites —Who hath
holpen thee from the hammer of Jael %—Hadst thou not reason,
like Holofernes, to fear the sword of Judith? Ha, ha! Baut
why do I ask? Who could have done this, but he that calleth
himself Palmer? I was plotting some scheme of tardy de-
liverance, and lo! he hath done it at once.”

s My own hands have set me free,” returned Luke. ¢I am
indebted to no man for my liberty—still less to Aim. But I
cannot tarry here ; each moment is precious. I came hither, to
request of you to bear me company to the gipsy encampment.
Your presence is needful—will be most 'usefu{ In a word,
will you go, or not ¥’

¢ And mount behind thee ?"* replied Peter; ¢I like not the
conveyance.”’ .

¢ Farewell, then;”’ and Luke turned to depart.

¢ Stay : this is Sir Piers’ horse, old Rook; I care not if I
ride him.” . .

¢ Quick then—~mount,” . .

«I will not delay thee ten seconds,” rejoined the Sexton
opening his door, and throwing his implements in the oottago:
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« Back, 'Mole—back, Sir,” cried he, as the dog rushed out to

him. ¢ Bring your steed nigh this stone, grandson

ullfe—ttlhere—-a little nearer—all’s right,” and away they
galloped. .

The Sexton’s first inquiries were directed to ascertain how
Luke had accomplished his escape; and, having satisfied
himself in this particular, he was content to remain silent;
zu;_mg, it might be, on the incidents which had been detailed

im.

The road Luke chose, was a rough unfrequented lane, which
skirted, for nearly a mile, the moss-grown palings and thick
plantations of the park. It then diverged to the right, and
seemed to bear towards a range of hills rising in the distance.
High hedges impeded the view on either hand ; but there were

v

occasional gaps, affording glimpses here and there of the tract -

of country throvgh which he was riding. Meadows were seen

steaming with heawvy dews, intersected by a deep channelled .

stream, whose course was marked by a hanging cloud of va-
pour, as well as by certain low, melancholy, pollard-willows,
that stood like stripped, shivering urchins by the river, side.
Other fields succeeded, yellow with golden grain, or bright
with flowering-clover (the autumnal erop), coloured with every
shade, from the light green of the turnip to the darker verdure
of the bean, the various products of the teeming land. The
whole was backed by round drowsy masses of trees.

Luke spake not, nor abated his furious course, till the road

began to climb a steep ascent. He then drew in the rein,.and.

from the heights of the acclivity stayed to survey the plain
over which he had passed. -

It was a rich agricultural district, with little of the pictur-
esque, but having much of true English endearing beauty and
loveliness to recommend it.- Such a quiet, pleasing landscape,
in short, as one views, at such a season of the year, from évery
eminence in every midland connty of our merry isle. The pic-

‘ tare was made up chiefly of a tract of land, as we have just
described, filled with cora ripe for the sickle, or studded with
sheaves of the same golden produce, enlivened with green mea-
dows, so deeply luxuriant as to claim the scythe for the second
time; each divided from the other by thick hedge-rows, the
uniformity of which were broken ever and anon by some tow-
ering elm, or wide branching oak. Many old farm houses,
with their broad barns and crowd of haystacks (forming little
villages in themselves), ornamented the landscape «t different
points, and by their substantial look, gave evidence of the fer-
tility of the soil, and of the thriving condition of its inhabi-
tants. .Some three miles distant might be seen the scattered
hamlét of Rookwood; the dark russet thatch of its.houses

acarce perceptible amongst the embrowned foliage of the sur- .
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rounding timber., The site of the village was, howeyer, pointed
out by the square tower of the antique church, which crested
the summit of the adjoining hill ; and although the Hall wlga
entirely hidden from view, Luke readily traced out its lo-
cality, amidst the depths of the dark grove in which it was
embedded. N .

This goodly prospect had other claims to attention 1a
Luke’s eyes besides its agricultural or pictorial merit. It
was, or he deemed it was, his own ; for far as his eye ranged,
yea, even beyond the line of vision, the estates of kwood
extended.

¢« Dost see yon house below us, in the valley ¥’ asked Peter,
of his companion.

I do,” replied Luke; ¢a snug.old house—a model of a
farm—everything looks comfortable and well to do about it—
there are a dozen lusty haystacks, or thereabouts; and the
great barn, with its roof yellowed like gold, looks built for a
granary ; and there are stables and kine-houses, and orchards,
and dove-cots, and fish ponds, and an old circular garden, with
wall-fruit in abundance. He should be a happy man, and a
wealthy one, who dwells therein. ’Tis a joyous thing,” con-
tinued he, ¢ thus to scour the country at earliest dawn—to catch
.all the spirit and freshress of the mrning—to be abroad before
the lazy world is half awake—to make the most of brief ex-
istence—and to have spent a day of keen enjoyment, almost
before the day begins with some; of such enjoyment as he
never can know who, chained by the fetters_of sleep,_ only is-
sues forth when the sun is high in heaven. I like to anticipate
the rising of the glorious luminary—to watch every line of
light changing, as at this moment, from shuddering grey to
fervent blushing rose! See how the heavens are dyeg! \zho
would exchange yon gorgeous spectacle,” continued Luke,
pointing towards the East, and again urging his horse to full
speed down the hill, endangering the Sexton’s seat, and threat-
eninf to impale him upon the crupper of the saddle, ¢ who
would exchange that sight, and the exhilarating feeling of this
fresh morn, for a couch of eider down, and a headache in re-
version 1’ - -

¢ I for one,” returned the Sexton, sharply, ¢ would willingly
exchange it for that or any other couch, provided it rid me of
this accursed crupper, which galleth me sorely. Moderate thy
pace, grandson Luke, or I must throw myself off the horse, in
self-defence.”

Luke slackened his charger’s pace, in compliance with the
Sexton’s wish.

¢ Ah—well,” continued Peter, restored in 2 measure to com-
fort; « now I can contemplate the sunrise, which thou laudest,
somewhat at mine ease. Tis a fine sight, I doubt not, to the

-A
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eyes of iYout.h; and, to the sdnguine soul of him upon whom
life itself is dawning, is, I dare say, inspiriting: but when the

ehey-day of existence is past—when the blood flows sluggishly
in the veins—when ome has known the desolating storms which
the brightest sunrise has preceded, the seared heart réfuses to

" trust its false glitter ; and, like the experienced sailor, sees oft
in the brightest skies a forecast of the tempest. To such a
one, there can be no new dawn of the heart~—no sun can gild
ite cold and cheerless horizon—no breeze revive pulses that
have longl since ceased to throb with any chance emation.
Kven such am 1,—I am too old to feel freshness in this nipping
air! it chills me more than the damps of night, to which I am
accustomed. ~Night—midnight, is my season of delight. Na-
ture is instinct then with secrets dark and dread ; there is a lan-
guage which he who sleepeth not, but will wake, and watch,
may haply learn. Strange organs of speech hath the Invisible
‘World—strange language doth it talk—strange communion
hold with him who would pry into its mysteries. It talks by
bat and owl—by the grave-worm; and by each crawling thing
—Dby the dust of graves, as well as by those that rot therein—
but ever doth it discourse by night, and ’specially when the
moon is at the full. *Tis the ﬁ)re that I have then learnt,
that makes that season dear to me. Like youp cat, mine
eyel ?xpands in darkness—I blink at the sunshine, like your
owl.” )

« Cease this forbidding strain,’” retarned Luke; ¢ it sounds
@8 hashly as th{ own screech-ewl's cry. Let thy thoughts take ’
a more sprightly turn, more in unison with my own and with

- the fair aspect of nature.”

s Shall I direct them to the gipsies’ camp, then ¥’ said Peter,
with a sneer. ¢ Do thine own thoughts tend thither 1’

Thou art not altogether in the wrong,” replied Luke; «I
was thinking of the gipsies’ camp, and of one who dwells
amongst its tents.” - .

1 knew it,” replied Peter. ¢ Didst thou think to deceive
me, by attributing all thy joyousness of heart to the dawn?
Thy thoughts have been wandering all this while upon one
who hath, I will engage, a pair of sloe-black eyes, an olive
skin, and yet withal a clear one—black, yet comely, *as the
tents of Kedar, as the curtains of Solomon’—a mesh of jetty
hair, that hath entangled thee in its net-work—ripe lips, and a
cunning tongue—one of the plagues of Egypt~—Ha, ha!”

s Thou hast guessed shrewdly,” replied Luke. ¢ I care not
to own to thee that my thoughts were so oecupied.”

« T was assured of it,” replied the Sexton. * And what may
be the name of her tqwards whom thy imagination was stray-
ing1” .

% She is one of the tribe of Lm:l, on‘the mother’s side,” *~
- 14

- r
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« Of the tribe of Lovel 1 echoed Peter.

¢ Grandchild of that Barbara Lovel, whom thou sayest per-
formed the rites of embalment on my mother’s remains.”
"« Her grandchild '—How is she called 1" .

¢ Sibila Perez,” replied Luke. ¢ Her father was a Spanish
Gitano. She is known amongst her people by her mother’s
name of Lovel.”

« Beautiful, no doubt ¥ .

« She is beautiful,” replied Luke; ¢ how beautiful thou shalt
judge presently.”

1 will take your word for it,” returned the Sexton; * and
you love her, doubtlessly 1" -

¢« Passionately.”

¢ You have loved her long ¥
» ¢ Years.” .

¢ You are not married ?"’ asked Peter, hastily.

¢ Not as yet,” replied Luke; * but my faith is plighted. I

. will raise her to my state.”

¢ T'o your state !’ echoed the Sexton, in a tone of deep scorn.
¢ Ha, ha !~What would then be your dtate? Marry in mpad-
ness, as your father did before you, and then cut through the

' knot you cannot otherwise untie. You are a Rookwood, and

I say to v ¢ beware.-—Again I tell you, you must abandon
this wench.”

¢ Anmd break her heart 1
'« Women’s hearts are not so readily broken: the stuff is
suppler than thou deemest. But grant it should be so, it were
better for thee shg should perish now than hereafter.”

4 For what dost thou take me 1—What evil thing art theu 1"
cried Luke, reining in his steed, and regarding him with a lodk
of horror and disgust, not unmixed with apprehension. ®

¢ Thy grandsire—thy counsellor—thy friend,” returned Peter,
with a sinister smile. ¢ Thou art, I have already said, a Rook-
wood, and as such I offer thee advice grounded on experience,
which thou wilt do well not to reject. Thy father I knew ;
thy father’s father, and others of thy.family ; and with the an-
pals of all thy race am I acquaintm{. Thy father’s son I also
know, and T tell thee, Luke, there are seeds of pride in thy
composition, which will grow up in as short a space as grains
of mustard to towering trees. Once Sir Luke Rookwood in

ossession, and mark the change! Impulses that now but
eebly sway thy character, may then determinately affect it,
and pride amongst the foremost.—Even now, nfethinks, I dis-
cern some difference in thee, of which thou thyself can searce
be unconscions. Be advised by me in this matter: approve
. thyselt,',ﬁrst, ere thou art fully committed. *Tis for her sake 1

"‘?‘"‘F;, her sake!” echoed Luke, disdainfully,
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‘¢ Ay, for her sake. Better she be the jilted mistress than
the (_lespi,sed wife; for thou wouldst hate her then in the pro-
Eomon that thou lovest her now. She would be a bar to thy

onourable advancement in the world—a blot in thy splendour
abroad—a bane to thy happiness at home. Thou art a Rook-
wood-—thou art yet untried—thou hast not passed through the
fiery furnace—through the terrible ordeal o? matrimony—thou
knowest not the fuel that lies ready to be kindled at thy heart.
‘With thee to marry Sybil will be to repent—to repent, to loath -
—to loath, to—" .

¢ Peace,” thundered Luke, * or by heaven I will throw thee
beneath my horse’s hoofs.” ) '

¢ And destroy one who boldly speaks what another would
hesitate to avouch? 'Tis thus well-meant advice is ever
treated. Had I counselled thee to wed her, thou wouldst have

_accounted me thy friend; but becanse I point out the only
course thou couldst with honour or with safety pursue, thou
wouldst trample mé beneath thine horse’s heels. hy should
I be silent, when I may work great good by open speech? Am
T not more nearly interested in thy welfare than any éther?
Am I influenced by any sordid feeling? Am I not entitled, as
a sufferer by an alliance equally disproportionate and wretchéd,
a8 thou knowest, to exclaim against this? pursue it, 1 tell thee,
and thou wilt repent it.—Hast thou no other liking ?

¢« None.” :

¢« Didst thou never love another?”

« Mine is no wandering heart. Where it liketh, it abideth.”

« By what troth were ye betrothed together?”

¢ By the true troth of hearts that before heaven pledge them-
selves each to the other.” .

« B8 it so then, and may the heaven that hath registered
your vow, bless your nuptials.” X

¢ Is that thy wish ¥

« If it must be so. I would have thee wedded, though not -
to Sybil.” . o

« And whom wouldst thou select ?

¢ One before whom her beauty would pale as stars at day’s
approach.”

¢ There lives not such a one.”

& Trust me, there does—Eleanor Mowbray is lovely beyond .

rallel. But I'was merely speculatinﬁ(urol a possibility, when

wished her thine—it is scarcely likely she would cast her
eyes upon thee.” . .

«T shall not heed her neglect. Yet, with my title, I
doubt not, were it my pleasure to seek a bride amongst those of

ntle blood, I should not find all indifferent to my suit.”

« Possibly not. But what might weigh with others, would
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not weigh with her. There are qualities thou lackest, which
she has discovered in another.”

¢ In whom 17

«Tn Ranulph Rookwood.”

¢Is he her suitor "’

«J know not; but I have found out the secret of her
heart.” .

« And thou wouldst have me abandon my own betrothed
love, to beguile from my brother his destined bride ¥”

The sexton answered not, and Luke fancied he could
perceive a quivering in the hands that grasped his body for
support. There was a brief pause in their conversation.

¢« And who is Eleanor- Mowbray ¥ asked Luke, breaking
the silence. .

«Thy cousin. On the mother’s side a Rookwood. ’Tis
therefore I would urge thy union with her. There is a prophec
relating to thy house, which seéms as though it would be ful-"
filled in thy person and in hers.

‘When the stray Rook shall perch on the topmost bough,
There shall be streeching and screaming I trow ;

But of right, and of rule, of the antient nest,

The Rooﬁ that with Rook mates shall hold him possest.

The stray Rook is thyself—that I need not tell. The Rook
that with the Rook shall mate, may be Ranulph. He may
wed Elearror Mowbray, and the estates shall pass away from
thy hands.” - :

] place no faith on such fantasies,” replied Luke; ¢ and
yet the lines bear strangely upon my present situation.”

¢ Their application to thyself,”* returned the Sexton, “and to
her is unquestionablggand J)recise.” :

s It would seem so, indeed,” rejoined Luke, and he sank
into abstraction, from which the Sexton for some space did not
care to-arouse him. :

Peter had judged his grandson truly. A change was at
work within him, some intimation of which Luke had himself
experienced, but he knew not its extent, until probed by the
Sexton’s reckless hand. He became suddenly alive to the
painful conviction, and started at the sight of the precipice to
which he was hastening with headlong speed. l;-Ie elt he

- eounld not retreat; and yet that leap, once taken, he feared his
peace of mind was gone. He had not-dared to think of Sybil,
. except in moments of extreme peril, when hope for a while
was clouded. Then it was that her image cheered him. Now
that his prospects were aguin fair, she-stood like an ebstacle in
his Eath. He reproached himself for this dereliction—he
sought in vain to arouse his bitter feelings. His passion was
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ardent as ever; but he was not engrossed, as heretofore, by
that passion. Pride straggled for mastery with love, and in
t!lo end might, he feared, ebtain the victory. When a suspi-
cion of his mistress’s inferiority once enters the lover’s mind,
his passion, we may rest assured, is on the wane. Love, like
death, is a leveller to all distinctions : it will admit of none—
will perceive nome; and when affection and worldly degree are
put-in comparison by the lover himself, it is not difficult to fore-
tell by which the scales will be turned: -

. — Love’s kingdom is founded
Upon a parity ; lord and subject,
Master and servant, are names banished thence. .
. . They wear one fetter all, or all one freedom.*

Annoyed with himself, and angry at the unexpected insight
-into lis own heart, which had been afforded him, Luke began
to regret that he had ever sought out his grandsire as a com-
panion of his journey, and wished him safély back at his own
cottage. He was in no mood tranquilly to endure the further
persecution which the Sexton intended him. *

¢ One question more, and I have done” exclaimed Peter,
abruptly renewing the conversation.

¢ What wouldst thou ask? To whom relates thy ques-
tion 7 .

¢ To Sybil.” T »

¢ Name her not—thou dost it but to torture me.”

« You answer me,’’ persisted Peter. ¢ Thou hast loved her -
long, thou sayest. With thee to love must be to love madly,
desperately. With her, being of gipsy blood, commingled
witg the gery current which she deriveth from her Spanish
parentage, love can be no tame regard.s”f

‘¢ Tame regard !”” echoed Luke. ¢ She is the daughter of a
wild race, who love with_an ardour which those whmdwell in
cities can pever equal. Love with them is an intense pas-
sion.” . . )

¢¢ And, like the prophet’s rod, swalloweth up all lesser emo-
tions—as pride, revenge, remorse. 'That is not thy case, Luke.
* No matter; she loved thee pasionately—you have wandered'
together for years. Could hearts so framed for each other, en-
dare the torture of_ unrequited love for such a period ? With
inclination to prompt—opportunity to grant—it were unreason-
able to suppose otherwise! She is not of a chilly race, thou
sayest 1

« What mean you to insinuate 1

¢t Nay, I make all allowances.” . .

¢ Atlowances !’ :

. * Cartwright.



166 3
¢« Youth, blood, passion, all conspiring, it is not to be mar-
velled at.” -
¢¢ Darest thou to hint-—" i 5
“That ghe is thy mistress—wherefore not? Things more
improbable have come to pass. I hold the offence too lightly,
to blame thee for it.”
1 warn thee to be silent.”
* ¢ Canst thou deny it ¥’ .
% My hand is upon thy throat,” exclaimed Luke, furiously
seizing his grandsire by t{e collar. e
« To answer my question, were better than to use violence,”
returned Peter.
¢ Listen to me, then,” replied Luke, withdrawing his hold,
and with diﬂiculty restraining his indignation; ¢ thou who
scoffest at woman’s love, and holdest her chastity in derision,
and learn that, placed by circumstances in asituation of doubt and
peril—surrounded by wild and lawless companions—loving with
an ardourand devotion passionate and fervent as ever agitated the
bosom of woman—the Pame of Sybil is as pure as mountain snow.
Since boyhood have I known her—since boyhood loved her.
Ah! welf do I remember when I saw her first; well do I re-
call the memory of that moment. She stands before me as she
stood a child. A fairy creature, cast in beauty’s mould, with
lowing cheeks, radiant with warmth and bloom—that rich
Eloom that paints the cheek of the brunette—eyes large, and
dark, and qul of fire and tenderness—lips vivid as carnation
and even then, with rich tresses that felf to her little rounded
ancles! I know not how soon my love burst into raging flame,
but the spark was kindled then. Thou knowest that I, an in-
fant, was committed to the care of Barbara,-Lovel. She bronght
me up as one of her own children. While I was yet a boy, "
Sybil returned with her dying mether from Toledo: Her father
had been a gipsy contrabandist; he was shot by the carabineers
in the sierras in the neighbourhood of that city. Her mother
had suffered a martyrdom_ at the Inquisition, chiefly for her
daughter’s sake. She died soon after her return to this coun-
try. The care of Sybil consequently devolved on Barbara.
She, as thou art aware, rules the gipsy people as their queen.
Her power and influence extended to Sybil and myself. We
lived apart from the others, yet I was not altoﬁether estranged.
Many a wild adventure have I engaged in with the company— _
many a merry feat performed. But let that pass. As Sybil"
w in years, she grew in beauty. Her eyes caught new fire
tom the sun ; her cheeks a warmer glow; her locks a jettier
dyé; her lips a richer carnation. Myﬁove grew in proportion,,
l-feavens! and what a love was mine~—was—ah '—t%ou smilest
" and I'sigh—accursed be that smile—and yet I know not wh
I sigh. It is not as it was wont to be. There is more of sad-

9
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ness than of ecstacy in thus harriédly retracing those bright
, and happy hours. Surely I am not, cannot be, the monster
thou wouldst have me think myself. That vision of bliss rises
before me like a Paradise, from which I am self-exiled. Re-
nounce Sybil! never, never. Away with thy accursed ad-
vice.”
Tl!e Sexton answered not for some space; when he did, it
was in a tone of cold irony. .
. “Advice,” said he, ‘“is always disagreeable; I never take
it ; seldom give it. If I esteemed you as lightly as I esteem
,all else; or rather, if I hated you as I hate all else, I wounld
urge I?vou to this match—I would bid you brave all customs—
set all laws of society at nought, and despise them as they
qught to be despised ; (not that you could despise them, for
our l11)1'oud man, let him think what he will; breathes but the
reath of others—is a shackled slave to other’s opinions—and
thou art already, or will be, a proud man, and then thou wilt
no longer see with thie own eyes, or judge with thine own
judgment); I would bid you do this, I tell you frankly,: be-
cause it would be to make you miserable ; and think not hence,
that I delight in misery, or am jealous of happiness. It is not
. 80. But when I see folly lifting its hund against itself, or
driving its mad chariot.at headlong speed, my hand shall never
stay the blow, or put a spoke in the wheel. ° In such case my
counsel would be, that thou shouldst wed Sybil. She is young
—she is beautiful, I should say, and fair, I doubt ‘not in thine
eyes, though dark as an Ethiop in those of others. She will
thy board. She will adorn thy name. The gipsy bride
gé Sir Luke Rookwood—there is romance in the title—and what
needest thou to care, if high dames should say, that she lacks
accomplishment, or breeding, education, all that is supposed to
refine their sex? What if they, titled as they would be, were
to shun her? thou needest not care for that. Avoid the society
of women, and seek that of men : there are many, I doubt not,
who would see no mote in thy wife’s bright black eyes—no
stain in her sunburnt cheek.” ' - )
¢ What fiend ‘could have prompted me to link myself with a
companion so pestilent ¥’ muttered Luke ; but, thank heaven,
’tis only for a short space.”
¢ True,” replied the Sexton, *and thou mayest profit by thy
‘present affliction, if thou wilt, and turn this necessary’ evil
to excellent account. Even I, you see, can moralize. Your
Hesent situation applieth forcibly to your future condition.
nwittingly you have saddled yourself with a troublesome
companion, who sticketh to you like a burr, and whom you can-
not shake off. There is, however, one drop of comfort in the
cup—the journey, luckily, is short. Marry—and you will have
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a companion through the journey of life, equally, it may be,
wearisome, undoubtedly as difficult to be dispose of.” .

Infuriated, as his’own steed might have been by the sting of
a summer hornet, and yet unable to free himeelf from his inex-
orable tormentor, Luke, as the animal would probably have
done, sought refuge in flight, forcing his horse into its swiftest
sallop ; and though he still carried the galling cause of his

isquietnde along with him, he, by this means, effectually dis-
armed his pertinacity ; as in fact, Peter’s sole attention was
now directed to the maintenance of his seat, which every in-
stant, owing to the nature of the road, became more precarious.

The espect of the country had materiall changed since
their descent of the hill. In place of the richly-cuitivated dis-
trict which lay on the other side, a broad brown tract of waste
Tand was spread out before them, covered with scattered patches
of gorse, stunted fern, and low brushwood, presenting an un-
varied surface of unbaked turf, whose shallow coat of sod was
manifested by the stones that clattered under the horse’s hoofs
a8 he rapidly traversed its arid breast, clearing with ease to
himself, but not without creating alarm to the Sexton—every

velly trench, natural chasm, or other inequality of ‘ground
that occurred in his course.- Clinging to his grandson with the
tenacity of a bird of prey fixing its talons in the sides of its
quarry, Peter for some time kept his station in security ; but,
- unluckily, at one,d{ke rather wider than the rest, the horse,
owing possibly to the mismanagement, intentional or otherwise,
of its rider, swerved, and the Sexton, dislodged from his ¢ high
estate,” fell at the edge of the trench, and rolled incontinently
to the bottom.

Luke drew up, to inquire if any bones were broken, and
Poter presently upreared his dusty person from the abyss into
which he had fallen. Without condescending any reply, yet
muttering curses, “not loud, but deep,” Peter accepted his
grandson’s proffered hand and remounted.

While thus occupied, Luke fancied he heard a distant shout,
and noting whence the sound proceeded—the same quarter by
which he%xad approached the heath—he beheld a single horse-
man, spurring in their direction, at the top of his speed ; and
to judge from the rate at which he advanced, it was evident he
was anything but indifferently mounted. Apprehensive of pur-
suit, Luke expedited the Sexton’s ascent; and that accom-
Eliahed, without bestowin% further regard upon the object of

is solicitude, he resumed his headlong flight. He now, how-
ever, thought it necessary to bestow more attention to his

choice of road, and, perfectly acquainted with the heath, avoid-

ed all unnecessarily hazardous passes; but in spite of his
kuowledge of the g!'ound, and the excellence of his horse, the
stranger sensibly gained upon him. .The latter’s steed carried

a i
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©o double-burthen, and was no lagging hack ; fleet as the wind
it seemed, swift as an Arab of the desert.. The danger, ow-
ever, was no longer imminent. .

+ We are safe,” cried Luke; ¢the limits'of Hardchase are
past. In a few seconds we shall enter Davenham Wood. I
will turn the horse loose, and we will betake ourselves to flight

_amongst the trees. I will show thee a place of concealment.
He cannot follow us on horse-pack, and on foot I defy him: He
is but one man, 'tis true; but I would willingly avoid any en-
counter now, which, most probably, would terminate fatally.”

¢ Stay,” cried the Sexton. ¢ He is not in purewit—he takes
another course—he wheels tq the right.. By heavens ! it is the
Devil himself upon a black horse, come for bowlegged Ben. -

See, he is there already.” - _

‘The horseman had turned, as the 8exton stated, careering
towards a revolting object, at some little distance on the right’
hand. It was a gibbet, with its horrible burthen. He rode
swiftly towards it, and reining in his horse, took off his hat,
bowing profoundly to the carcass that swung in the morning
breeze. Just at that moment a inat of air catching the flesh-
less skeleton, its arms seemed to be waved in reply to the salu-
tation. A solitary crow wheeled over the horseman’s head as
he paused. After a moment’s halt, he turned round, and again
shouted to Luke, waving his hat. N

¢ As I live,” said the latter, ¢ it is Jack Palmer.”

¢¢ Dick Turpin, you mean,” rejoined the Sexton. ¢ He has
been paying his respects to a brother blade. Ha,ha! Dick
will never have the honour of a'gibbet; he is too tender of the
knife. Did you mark the crow —But here he comes.”

And in another instant Turpin was by their side.

CHAPTERIL .

1 see a colamn of slow-rising smoke
O'ertop the lofty wood, that skirts the wild. -
Cowrerr. ThE Task.

«Tag top of the morning to you, gentlemen,” said Turpin,
{for so we must in fature designate our friend, Jack Palmer,) as
he rode up, at an easy canter. ¢ Did you not hear ‘my halloo?
" 1 caught a glimpse of you on the hill yonder,—I knew you both,
two miles off ;? and 8o, having a word or two to sa{ to g:;n,
Luke Bradley, before I leave th}; part of the country, I put

VOL. 1.
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to it, and she soon brought me within hail. Bless her black
skin,” added he, affectionately patting Lis horse’s neck, ¢ there’s-
not her matph in these parts, no, nor in any other; she wants
no coaxing, to do her work—no bleeder for her. Often and
often she’s saved her master’s colquarron* from being twisted !
Black Bess is my best friend, my first favourite, and dearer to
me than any Judy of them all, though F’ve no particular dislike
to the women. But what blowen would do for me what she

" has done? No, no,~Black Bess before the world. I should .

have been up with you before this, had I not taken a croes cut,
to look at poor Ben.”
¢« The martyr!” ejaculated Peter.
¢ True, the martyr,” echoed Jack, laughing: ¢ many a man
of lgss merit has met with canonization. Ben was a brave boy
in his day. I like to see how long a man will last, under these
circumstances. There was WilF Davies, the Golden Farmer,
who rattled merrily in his irons at Bagshot, for many a long
ear, I’ve heard say; and Holloway, who was gibbeted at
olloway, on the Highgate Road ; and Jack Hawkins ; and Ben
Child (bhe who was tucked up for the Bristol mail job ;) their
bones are bleaching still; and Will the waterman, who was
hung in irons at the Isle of Dogs, he stood it out for years—I
remember him. I've seen some dozens in my day.” Course
those crows—I hate the sight of them. Dammee, if I don’t
shake my chains at ’em, if ever it’s my lot to hang, like fruit,
from the tree, and to dance a long lavolta to the music of the
four whistling winds. No one shall pluck me with im; unity,
r_a-dl-::,!’l,m! And now may I ask, whither are you boum}: com-
¢« Comrades !’ whispered Pete 5 o
not slo l?asil forget hispold friendrs.’t’o Luke ; tyou'see ke does
¢ I have business which wi i ?? observ
Luk‘e{; ‘“and, to speak plain‘;vyliy’ot admit of delay, ° o
“ You want not my society,” returned Turpin; “I guessed
uoolﬁut?h. Natural enough ! * You have got ;l:x inklingg:;' your
od fortune. You have found out that you are a rich man’s
elr, not a poor wench’s bastard. © No offence. I'm a plain
spokon man, s you will find, if'you know it hot already.” 1
thou gh on to your playing these fine tricks on others,
il

it won’t answe f
ir 1 exclaimed L:l:,";ht::;lm do so with me.’f

¢ 8ir, to you,” replied Turpiu,y e Sir Luk 1
zg:'ll iv:‘:ld ::dw:;ke to.be addressed, Iruu;1 :.w::: of s;i PO‘A.
of Sir Piegra' marri:gzl;tmtol":g' Last night I learnt thq; fact
Ladyship. You stare,—and ¢} dy Rookwood :—Ay, from her

“

eter thers, opens his ogles

L ] Neck.

[
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now. But it ' was so—she let it all out by mistake ; and I am in
. possession of what can alone substantjate your father’s first
imarriage, and establish your claims.” )
¢The devil !” cried the Sexton, adding, in a whisper to
Luke, ¢ you had béetter not be quite so precipitate in dropping
80 obliging an acquaintance.” ' -

“ You are jesting,” said Luke to Turpin.

.41tisill jesting before breakfast,” returned Dick; *I'm. sel-»
dom in the mood fara joke so early. What, if a certain marriage
certificate had fallen into my hand 1

“A marriage certificate!” echoed Luke and the Sexton
simultaneously.

“ The only existing proof of the union of Sir Piers Rook-
wood with gusan Bradley,” continued Turpin. ¢ What if §
had stumbled upon such a document—nay more, if I knew
where to direct you to it?”

¢ Had you not better condescend to renew your.former inti-
macy 1’ whispered Peter. . :

¢Peace,” cried Luke, to his tormentor; and then addressing
Turpin, «if what you say be true,” said he, % my quest is at
an end. All that {need, you appear to possess. Other proofs
are but secondary to this. I know with whom I have to deal.
What do you demand ¥’

¢] demand nothing,” said Turpin. «“ We will talk about
the matter after breakfast. I wish to treat with you as friend
and friend. Meet me on those terms, and I am your man; re-
ject my offer, and I will turn my mare’s head, and ride back to
Rookwood. With me now rests all your hopes. I have dealt
fairly-with you, and I expect to be falrly dealt with, in return.
1t were idle to say that now I have an opportunity I should
not turn this luek to my advantage. I were a fool to do so.
You cannot expect it. And then I have Rust and Wilder to
settle with. I have left them behind, but they know my desti-
nation. We have been old associates. I like your spirit—I
care not for your haughtiness :—but I will not help you up the
Yadder, to be kicked down afterwards. Now you understand
me. ‘Whither are you bound ¥’ .

«To Davenham Priory, the gigsy camp.”

¢ The gipsies are your friends ¥’

¢ They are.”

41 am alone.”

¢« You are safe.” .

¢You pledge your word that all shall be on the square,
‘You will not mention to one of that canting crew what I have

- told you ¥ - .

¢ { cannot pledge myself to that—to one alone.”
4To whom ¥

% A woman.”
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¢ Bad ! never trust a petticoat.”

«1 will answer for her with my life."”

¢ And for your grand dad there ?”? ,

« He will answer for himself,” said Peter. ¢ You need not
fear treachery in me. Honour among thieves, you know.”

¢ Or where else should you seek it,” returned Turpin, * for
it has left all other classes of society. Your highwayman is
your only man of honour. I will truet you both; and you
shall fin you may trust me. After brea{fast, as | said be-
fore, we will bring the matter to a conclusion. Tip us your
daddle, Sir Luke, and I am satisfied. You shall rule in Rook-
wood, I'll engage, ere a week be flown—and then—but so much
Earleying is duﬁ work :—Jet’s make the best of our way to

reakfast.”

And away they cantered.

A narrow bridle road conducted them singly through the
defiles of a thick wood. Their route lay in the shade, and the
air felt chilly amidst the trees, the sun not having attained
sufficient altitnde to penetrate its depths, while over-head all
appeared warmth and light. Quivering on the tops of the
timber, the horizontal sunbeams creatcg, in their refraction,
brilliant prismatic colourings, and filled the air with motes like
golden dust. Our horsemen heeded not the sunshine nor the
shade ; occupied each with his own train of thought, they
silently rode on. . . -

Davenham Wood, through which they urged their course,
had, in the olden time,. been a forest of some extent. It was
then an aﬁpendage tothe domains of Rookwood, but had passed
from the hands of that family to those of a wealthy adjoining
land-owner and lawyer, Sir Edward Davenham, in the keeping
of whose descendants it had ever after continued. ’

A noble wood it was, and numbered many patriarchal trees.
Ancient oaks, whose broad guarled limbs the storms of five
hundred years had vainly striven to uproot, an which were
sternly decaying,—gigantic beech-trees, whose silvery stems
shot smoothly upwards, sustaining branches of such size, that
each, dissevered, would in itself have formed a tree, populous.
with leaves, and variegated with rich aotumnal tints—the
sprightly sycamore—the dark chestnut—the weired wychelm—
the majestic elm itself, festooned with ivy—every variety of
wood, dark, dense, and closely interstrewn, eomposed the
forest through which they rode. So multitudinous wes the
timber, so.closely planted, so entirely filled up with a thick
matted vegetation, which had been allowed to eollect beneath,
that” little view_was afforded, had any been desired by the
present parties, into the labyrinth of the grove. Tree after tree,
clad in the glowmg livery of the season, was passed, and was
as rapidly succeeded by others. Qccasianally a bough pro-

ah
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. iected over their path, oomiel}ing the ridere to incline their -
eads, as theyﬁmssed; but, heedless of such difficulties, Luke
pressed on. ow the road grew lighter, and they became at
once sensible of the genial influence of the sun. The transition
was as agreeable as instantaneous. They had opened upon an

- extensive plantation of full grown pines, whose tall, branchless
stems grew up like a forest of masts, and freely admitted the
‘pleasant sanshine. Beneath those trees, the soil was sandy,
and (llpstitute of all undergrowth, though covered with brown
hair-like fibres and dry cones, sked by the pines. The agile
squirrel, that freest denizen of the grove, starting .from the
ground, as the horsemen galloped on, sprang up the nearest
tree, and might be seen angrily gazing at the disturbers of his
haunts, beating the branches with his fore-feet, in expression

of displeasure ; the rabbit darted across their path; the jays '
flew screaming amongst the foliage ; the blue cushat, scared at
the clatter of the horses’ hoofs, sped on swift wing into quar-
ters secure from their approa‘ch ; while the party-coloured pies, .

- like curious village gossips, congregated to peer at the stran-
gers, expressing their astonishment by loud and continuous

- cbatterinﬁ.

Though so gentle of ascent as to be almost imperceptible, it
was still evident that the path they were following gradu-
ally mounted a hill side; ans when, at length, they reached
an opening, the view thence showed the eminence they had
insensibly won. Pausing for a moment on the brow of the hill,
Luke pointed to a stregm that wound through the valley, and,
tracing its course, indicated a particular spot amongst some
trees. There was no appearance of a dwelling-house—no cot-

-roof, no white canvass shed, to point out tents of the
wandering tribe whose abode they were seeking ; and the only
circumstance which showed that it had once been the haunt of
man, were a few gray monastic .ruins scarce distinguishable
from the stony barrier by which they were surrounded ; and the -
enly evidence that it was still frequented by human beings,
was a thin column of pale blue smoke, which arose in wreaths
from out the brake ; the light-coloured vapour beautifally con-
trasting with the green umbrage from ‘which it issued.

¢ Qur destinalion is yonder,” exclaimed Luke, pointing in the
direction of the vapour. .

«] am glad to hear it,” cried Turpin, * as well ag to perceive
there is some one awake. The smoke holds out a prospect of

- breakfast. No smoke without firg, as old Lady Scanmag said,
and I’ll wager that that fire was not lighted for the fayter fel-
lows* to count their fingers by. We shall find three sticks,
end a black pot with a kid seething in it, I'tl engage. These

Fortune-Tellers.
15
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gipsy fellows have picked out a prettyish spot to quarter in—
quite picturesque, as pne may say—and bat for that bit of
smoke, which looks for all the world Jike a Dotch Skipper
blowing his morning oleud, and which might tell an awkward-
ish tale to any ene but a friend, no one need know of their vi-
cinity. A pretty place, upon my soul.”

The spot, in sooth, merited Turpin’s enlogium. It was, as
he observed, ¢ quite picturesque.” The gem of the scene was
Wlittle secluded valley, in the midst of wooded hills, so se-
cluded, indeed, that not a sit:Fle habitation appeared in view,
nor was there any farther indicatiop of their proximity tham
what we have described. Clothed with timber to the w
summits, excepting upon the side whereon the pmdy stood,
which verged upon the declivity, these mountainqus ridges pre-
sented a broken outline of foliage, variegated with masses of
colour, of bright orange, umber, and deepest green. Four hille
hemmed in the valley. Here and there a gray slab of rock
might be discerned amongst the wood, and a mountain ash
shgured conspicuously upon a jutting crag immediately below

em.

Deep sunken in the ravine, beneath where the horsemen had
halted, concealed in part from their view by the -wild herbage
and dwarf shrubs, ran a range of precipitate rocks, severed, it
would seem, by some diluvial convulsion, from the o ite
mountajn side, as a corresponding rift was there visi‘l‘) e, in
which the same dip of strata might be observed, together with
certain ribbed cavities, matching huge bolts of rocks which had
once locked these stony walls together. Washing this cliff,
swept a clear stream, well known, and well regarded, as it
waxed in width, by the honest brethren of the angle, who.sel-
dom, however, had tracked it to its rise amongst these hills.
' 'This stream found its way into the valley through a chasm far
to the left, and rushed thundering down the mountain side,.ina
headlong cascade. The valley was approached in this direction
from Rookwood by an unfrequented carriage road, which Luke
had, from prudential reasons, avoided.

All seemed’ conaecrated to silence—to solitnde—to the hush
of nature : yet was this quiet seene the chosen retreat of lawless
depredators, and had erstwhile been the theatre of feudal op-
pression and priestly persecution. We have said that no habi-
tation was visible ; that no dwelling, tenanted by man, could
be seen ; but, following the spur of the most distant hill, some
traces of a stone wall might be discovered ; and, upon a natural

latform of rock, stood a stern square tower, which had once
geen the donjon of the castle, the Lords of which had called the
four hills their own. A watch-tower then had crowned each
mountain crest, every vestige of which had, however, long since

N
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disappeared. Bequeatered in-the vale below had also stood .the
Priory before alluded to (a Monastery of .gray friars, of the
O{der of §t.. Francis), some part.of whose venerable walls were
stil remaining ; and if they had not reverted to the bat and owl,
a8 18 wont to be the fate of such fanes, ‘their cloistered shrines
were d_evoged to beings whose natures partook, in some measure,
of the instincts of those creatures of the njght—a people whose
deeds were of darkness, and whase eyes shunned the light.
Hoere the gipsies had pitched their tent ; and though the place
was o_ften, ia part, deserted by the vagrant horde, yet certain of
the tribe, who had grown into years (over whom Barbara Lovel
held queenly sway), made it their haunt, and were suffered, by
the:authorities of the neifhbourhood, to remain there unmolest-
ed—a lenient piece of policy; which, in our infinite regard for
the weal of the tawny tribe, we recommend to the adoption of
-other justices, and knights of the shire.

_Bidding his fmndsire have regard to his seat, Luke leaped a
high bank ; and, followed by Turpin, began to descend the hill.
Peter, however, taok care to provide for himself. The descent
was 80.perilous, and the footing so insecure, that he chose ra-
ther to trust to duch conveyance as nature had furnished him
withal, than to hazard the breaking of his neck by any false
step of the horse. He contrived, therefore, to slide off from be-
hind, shaping his own course in a more secnre direotion. -As
he watched his companions in their bold descent down the-hill
along the ledge of rocks, he could not help admiring their da-
ring courage. He who has wandered amidst the Alps, must

" often have had occasion to witness the wonderful sure-footed-
ness of that mountain pilet, themule. He must have remarked
how, with tenacious hoof, he will claw the rock, and drag him-
salf from .one impending fragment to another, with perfect se-
curity to his rider—~how he will breast the roaring currents of
air, and stand unshrinking at the verge of almost unfathomable
ravines. But it is not so with the horse; flest on the plain,
oareful over rugged ground, he is timid and nncertain on the
hill side, and the risk which was incarred by Lukeand Turpin,
in their descent of the almost perpendicular sides of the oliff,
was tremendous. Peter watched them in their passage with
some admiration, and with much oont.emrt.

¢ He will break his neck, of a surety,” said he; * but what
matters it? as well now as hereafter.”

_ Bo saying he-approached the verge of the precipice, where

. he ooulI see them more minutely. :

The passage along which Luke rode had never before been
traversed by horse’s hoof. Cut in the rock, it presanted a
steep zigzag descent amongst the cliffs, without any defence

. - forthe faat \raveller, except such as was afforded by a easual
- clinging shrub, and no protection whatever existed for a horse-
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man; the possibility of any such attempting the passage not
. having, in all probability, entered into the calculation of those
who ed it. Add to this, the steps were of such unequal
heights, and withal so narrow, that little space was afforded to
the passenger aforesaid to place the sole of his foot, and the
danger to the rider was proportionately increased. Lo

«The devil!” cried Turpin, staring downwards; ¢is this
the best road you have got} .

¢ You will find one more easy,” replied Luke, ¢ if youn ride
for a quarter of a mile down the wood, and then return by the
brook side. You will find me at the Priory.”

“No!” answered the Hi hwa*\l:an, «if you go, I go too.
It shall never be said that Dick rpin was afraid to follow,
where another would lead. Proceed.”

Luke gave his horse his head, and the animal slowly and
steadily commenced the descent, fixing his fore-legs npon the
steps, and drawing his hinder limbs carefully after him.
Hereit was that the lightness and steadiness of Turpin’s mare
was oomtglewly shown. No Alpine mule could have borne its
rider with more appareut ease and safety. Turpin encouraged
her by hand and word; but she needed it not. The Sexten
saw them : and, tracking their giddy descent, he became more
interested than he anticipated. His attention was suddenly
drawn towards Luke.

¢« He is gone,” cried Peter. ¢Ie falls—he sinks—my

lans are all defeated—the last link is snapped. No,” added
e, recovering his wonted composure, ¢ his end is not so
fated.”

Rook had missed his footing. He rolled stumbling down
the precipice a few yards. His rider’s fate seemed inevitable.
His feet were entangled in the stirrup ; he could not free him-
eelf. A birch tree, growing in a chink of the precipice, arrest-
ed his further fall. But for this timely aid all had been over.
Here Luke was enabled to extricate himself from the stirrap,
and to regain his feet; seizing the bridle, he dragged his faulty
steed back again to the road. :

¢ You have had a narrow escape by Jove,” said Turpin, who
had been thunderstruck with the whole proceeding. ¢ Those
d——d big .cattle are always clumsy; devilish lucky it’s no
worse.” . .

This difficalty was passed, only to be succeeded by another.
It was now comparatively smooth travelling ; but they had not
as yet arrived in the valiey, and it seemed to be Luke’s object
to take somewhat of a circuitous path. This, although he was
unacquainted with the way, was so evident, that his compa-
nion could not help commenting upon it.

Luke evaded the question, ¢ is steep there,’ sai
he; ¢ besides, to tell you the trpth,elzvnagt to snrl;lrn:r:l’wl;a’l’d
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.Ho, ho!” laughed Dick. ¢ Surprise them, eh? What a
Pity the birch tree was in the way; you would have done it
Ppro 9r1¥ then. Egad, here’s another surprise.”

s last exclamation was caused by his having suddenly
pome upon a gully in the rock, throngh which dashed the cas-
cade before alluded to. 'The road was good on either side; but
the only bridge across the stream was a narrow plank, along
which it was impossible for horses to pass.

“You must have been mad to have come this road,” cried
Turpin, gazing down into the roaring depths in which the wa-
terfall raged, and measuring the- distance ‘of-the pass with his
eye. ¢ So, 80, Bess. Ay, look at it, wench. I'll be d——d,
lad,if I think your horse will do it, and therefore turn him
loose.” -

“But Dick might as well have bidden the cataract to flow
bdckwatds. Luke struck his heels into his horse’s sides.
The steed galloped to the brink, snorted, and refused the leap.

«1] told you so—he can’t do it,” said Tarpin. ¢ Well, if
you are obstinate, a wilful man must have his way. Stand
aside, while I wry it for you.” Patting Bess, he put her to the
gallop. She cleared the gulf bravely, landing her rider safely
upon the opposite rock. ‘ .

«Now then,” cried Turpin, *for the other side of the.
chasm.” ) ‘

Luke again urged his steed. Encouraged by what he had
seen, this time the horse sprang across without hesitation. The
next instant they were in the valley. .

For some time they fode along the banks of the stream in
silence. A sound at length eanght the quick ears of the High-
wayman.

& fist,” cried hiey % some one sings. Do you hear it fidd

«T do,” replied Luke, his blood rushing to his cheek:

«And could give a guess at the singer, o doubt,” said
Turpin, with a knowing look. ¢ Was it to hear yon woodlark
that you nearly broke your own neck, and put mine in jeo-
perdy.” . ..

« Prithee be silent,” whispered Luke.’

«] am dumb,” replied Turpin; « I like a sweet voice, a8
well as another.” .

Clear as the song of a bird, yet melancholy as the distant Jole
of a vesper bell, arose the sound of that sweet voice from -the
wood. A fragment of a Spanish Gipsy seng it watbled : Luke
knew it well. Thus ran the romance :—

LA GITANILLA.

By the Guadalct)uivir
) Ere the sun be flown,

.
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By that glorious river
Sits a maid alone.
Like the sun-set splendour
Of that current bright,
Shone her dark eyes, tender
As its witching light;
"Like the ripple flowing,
3 with purble sheen,
Darkly, richly glowing,
Is her warm cheek seen.
’Tis the Gitanilla, )
- By the stream doth linger,
In the hope that eve
Wil her lover bring ber. .

See, the sun is sinking!
All grows dim, and dies;
See, the waves are drinking
Glories of the skies.
Day’s last lustre playeth
On that current dark;
. Yet no speck betrayeth
His long looked-for bark.
"Tis the hour of meeting!
Nay,—the hour is past.
Swift the time is fleeting!
Fleeteth Hope as fast,
-8till the Gitanilla
Bti the stream doth linger,
In the hope that night
'Will her lover bring her.

The tender trembling of a guitar was heard in accompaniment
of the ravishing melodist.

The song ceased.

¢ Where is the bird ¥’ asked Turpin. .

¢ Move on in silence, and you shall see,” said Luke; and,
keeping upon the turf, so that the horse’s tread became inaudi-
ble, he presently arrived at a spot where, through the boughs,
the object of his investigation canld plainly be distinguisﬁ y
though they themselves were concealed from view.

Upon & rlnt_form of rock, which rose to the height of the
trees, nearly perpendicularly from the river’s bed, appeared the
fi of the Gipsy Maid. Her footstep rested on the extreme

ge of the abrupt oliff, at whose base the water boiled in a
deep whirlpool, and the bounding chamois could not have been
more lightly poised. One small hand- rested upon her guitar,
the other pressed her braw. Braided hair, of the jettest die

M
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and sleekest texture, was twined around her brow, in endless
twisted folds,

Rowled it was in many a curious fret,
Much like a rich and curious coronet,
Upon whose arches twenty cupids lay,
And were as tied, or loath to fly away.®

And 80 exuberant was this rarest feminine ornament, that, after
entompassing her brow, it was passed behind, and hung down
in long thick plaits, almost to her feet. Sparkling as the sun-
beams which played upon her dark yet radiant features, were
the I , black, orientaY :{es of the maiden, and shaded with
lashes long and silken. Hers was a Moorish countenance, in
which the magnificence of the eyes eclipses the face, be it ever
so beautifal izn effect which may be observed in many of the

aintings of Murillo), and the lovely contour is scarce noticed
. 1n the gaze which those large, languid, luminous orbs attract.
Such was Sybil. Her features were exquisite, yet you looked
only at her eyes—they were the load-stars of her countenance.
Her costume was singular, and partook, like herself, of other
climes. Like the Andalusian dame, her choice of colour in-
clined towards black, as the material of most of her dress was
of that sombre shade. A boddice of dark broidered velvet re-
strained her delicate bosom’s swell; a rich girdle, from which
depended a silver chain, sustaining a short poignard, bound .
her waist, around her slender throat was twined a costly ker-
chief; and the rest of her dress was calculated to display her
petite, yet faultless figure, to thé fullest advantage.

The attitude she at present assumed was a pensive one ; un-
conscious that she was the object of regard: Raising her guitar,
she essayed to touch the chords; she struck a few notes; she
resumed her romance :—- .

Swift that stream flows on,
Swift the night is wearing,—
Yet she is not gone,
. Though with heart despairing.

Her song died away—her hand was needed to brush off the
tedrs, that were gathering in her large, dark eyes, Atonce her
attitude was changed. The hare could not have_started more
suddenly from her form. She heard accents, well krown,
chaunting part of her unfinished melody :—

* Browx’s Pastorals.
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Dips an oar—plash—hark! |
Gently on the river; -
3Tis her lover’s bark,
On the Guadalquivir.
Hark! a song she hears!
Every note she snatches;
As the singer nears, - -
Her own name she catches.
Now the Gitanilla
Stays not by the -water—
For the midnight hour
Hath her lover brought her. .

It was her lover's voice. She caught the sound at once, and,’
starting as the roe "'would arouse herself at the hunter’s a
proach, bounded down the crag, and eré he lad finished the
refrain, was by his side.

*  Flinging the bridle to Turpin, Luke sprang te her, and
caaght her in his arms. Disengaging herself from his ardent
embrace, Sybil drew back, abashed at the sight of the High-
wayman, :

¢ Heed him not,” said Luke, ¢¢it is a friend,”

s« He is welcome here then,” replied Sybil. ¢ But where
have you tarried so long, dear Luke ?” continued she, as they
walked to 2 little distance from the Highwayman. ¢ What
hath détained you? Wearily, wearily, have passed the hours
since you departed.—You bring good news 1"

¢ Good news—my girl; so good that I falter even in the
telling of it. You shall know all anon. But see, our friend

onder grows impatient. Are there any stirring? We must
zesmw a meal upon him, and that forthwith : he is one of
those that brook not much delay.” :

¥ came not to spoil a love meeting," said Turpia, who had

. good-humouredly witnessed the scene ; ¢ but in sober serious-
ness, if there is a stray capon to be met with in the tents of the
Egyptiaus, I shall be glad to make his acquaintancd. Methinks
1 scent a stew afar off.”

s¢ Follow me,” said Sybil ; your wants shall be supplied.”

¢ Stay,” said Luke; ¢ there is one other of our party, whose
coming we maust abide.”

¢ He is here,”’ said Sybil, observing the Sexton ata djstance.
¢ Who is that old man 7"

« My grandsire, Peter Bradley.”

¢« Is that Peter Bradlef 1 asked Sybil.

.¢ Ay, you may well ask the question,” said Turpin,
¢ whether that old dried up otomy, who ought to grin in a glass
case for folks to stare at, be kith and kin of such a bang-up
cove as your fancy man, Luke. But in faith it is.” .
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¢ Though he be thy grandsire, Luke,” said Sybil, «1like

him rot. His glance resembles that of the Evil Eye.”
“ And, in fact, the look which Peter fixed upon her was such
as the rattlesnake casts upon its victim, and Sybil felt as the
poor fluttering bird may feel. She could not remove her eyes
from his, though she trembled as she gazed. This species of
fascination was one that Peter loved to practise. e have
said his eyes were like those of the toad. Age had not
dimmed their brilliancy. In his harsh featares you could only
read bitter scorn, or withering hate ; but in his eyes resided a
magnetic influence of attraction or repulsions Sybil underwent
the former feeling in a disagreeable degree. She was drawn to
I;Jin;( by the motion of a whirlpool, and involuntarily clang to

uke. .

¢¢ It is—it is the Evil Eye, dear Luke.” .

¢ Tut, tut, dear Sybil; tell thee it is my egrandt;ire.”

« The girl says nghtly, however,” rejoined Turpin, ¢ Peter
has a damned ugly look about the ogles, and stares enough to
put a modest wench out of countenance. Come, come, my
old earth-worm, crawl along, we have waited:for thee long
eno!rt,wh._ Is this the first time thou hast seen a pretty lass,
eh? .

«1t is the first time I have seen one so beautiful,” said
Peter; «“and I crave her pardon, if my ffeedom hath offended
her. I wonder not at thy enchantment, grandsen Luke, now I
behold the object of it. But there is one piece of counsel I
would give te this fair maid. The next time she trusts thee
from her sight, I would advise her to await thee at the hill top,
qtherwise»tghe chances are shrewdly against thy reaching the

. ground with neck unbroken.”

There was something, notwithstanding the satirical manner
in which Peter delivered this speech, calculated to make a more
favourable impression upen Sybil than his previous conduet
had inspired her with; and, having ascertained from Luke to
what his speech referred, she extended her hand to him, yet
not without a shudder, as his skinny fingers clasped her awn.
It was like the hand of Venus in the grasp of a skeleton.

«]t is a little hand,” said Peter, ‘“and I have some skill

‘myself in palmistry. Shall I peruse its lines 1

¢ Not now, in the devil’s name,” said Turpin, stamping im-
patiently. ¢ We shall have old Ruffin* himself amongst us
presently, if Peter Bradley grows gallant.”

Leading their horses, the party took their way through ﬁe
trees. A few minutes’ walking brought them in sight of the
encampment, the spot selected for which might be termed the
Eden of the valley. A paradise it seemed. Art and nature
had conspired to render it charming. Nature had encircled =

. * Devil.
VOL. 1. ) 16
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small green plain, smeoth as well shorn lawn, kept ever ver-

dant (excepting in such places as the frequent fires of the gip-*
_sies had scorched its surface), by the flowing stream that

rushed past it, with an emphitheatre of wooded hills, and so

disposed the timber that flourished thereupon, that, in the lan-
age of the painter, each tree protruding from the crag might
said to ¢ tell ;” while Art had strewn the velvet carpet with
the canvass tent and its patches of varied colouring, the rude
fashioned hut, of primitive construction, such as might be
erected by a wandering Tartar horde—the kettle slung

“ Between two poles, upon a stick transverse.”

with the tethered beasts of burthen, and the mouldering ruins
of the priory of St. Francis, which latter finished the picture -
with a noble background. .

Glimmering through the trees, at the extremity of the plain,
might be seen the ivy-mantled walls of the once celebrated
pile. Though much had gone to decay, enough remained to
show what had been the pristine state of this once majestic
edifice; and the long, though broken-line of the Saxon arches
that still marked the cloister wall—the piers that yet supported
the dormitory—the enormous hotse-shoe arch which still span-
ned the court—and, above all, the great, glorious, marigold or
circular window, which had terminated the chapel, and which,
though now despoiled of its painted honours, retained, like the
skeleton leaf, its fibrous intricacies entire, all eloquently spake
of the glories of the past, while they awakened reverence and
admiration for the still enduring beauty of the present.

Towards these ruins Sybil conducted the party. :
P ¢ Do you dwell therein ¥’ asked Peter, pointing towards the

riory.

“ ?hat is my dwelling,” said Sybil.

¢« It is one I should covet,” returned the Sexton, ¢ more than
a modern mansion.”’

« ] love those old walls better than any house that was ever
fashioned,” said Sybil. g .

As they entered upon the Prior’s Close, as it was called,
several swarthy figures made their appearance from the tents.
Many a greeting was bestowed upon Luke, in the wild jargon
of the tribe. At length, an uncouth dwarfish figure, with a
shock head of black hair, hopped towards them : he seemed to
agknowledge Luke as his master.

¢ What ho, Grasshopper,” said Luke; ¢ here, take the horses,
and hark ye, see that they lack neither dressing, nor provender,
or I may make you skip higher than you have ever yet done.”

¢ And hark ye, Grasshopper,” said Turpin; I give you a
special charge about this mare. Neither dress her nor feed her

1 I see both done myself. Just walk her about for tem
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,{ni’l’mlea, and if yon have a glass of ale in the place, let her sip
t i
¢t Your bidding shall be done,” chirped the human insect;

and he fluttered away with his charges. :

A motley assemblage of tawny-skinned varlets, dark-eyed
women and children, whose dusky limbs betrayed their line-
age, in strange costnme, and of wild deportment, checked the
path, pronouncing welcome upon welcome into the ear of Luke
as he passed. gs it was evident he was not in the mood for

- converse, Sybil, who appeared to be one who had authority
amongst them, with a word diapersedjthem, and the troop herded
back to their respective. habitations.
A low door admitted them into what had once been the
garden, in which some old moss-encrusted trees were still
standing, bearing a look of antiquity almost as venerable as that
of the adjoining fabric. Another open door gave them entrance
to a gpacious chamber, which was formerly tiie eating room, or
refectory of the Holy Brotherhood ; and a goodly but gloomy
room it had been, though now its slender lanceolated windows
were stuffed with hay, to keep out the piercing air. Lar,
holes told where oaken rafters had pnce crossed the roof; andg:.
. yawning aperture pointed out thp place where a cheering fire

Zad formerfy blazeg. As regarded this latter spot, the geod
old custom was not even now totally abrogated. An iron plate,
covered with crackling wood, sustained a pondrous black caul-
dron, the rich steam from which gratefully affected the olfactory
organs of the Highwayman.

¢ That augurs well,” said he, rubbing his hands.

« Still hungering after the flesh pots of Egypt,” said the
Sexton, with a ghastly smile.

« We will see what that kettle contains,” said Luke.

¢« Handassah, Grace,” exclaimed Sybil, ealling.

Her summons was answeredfby two maidens, habited, not
unbecomingly, in gipsy gear. R .

« Bring the best our larder can farnish,” said Sybil, ¢«and
use despatch; you have apPetiws to provide for, sharpened by
a long ride in the open air.’

¢ And by a niqht’s fasting,” added Luke; * and solitary eon-
finement to boot.” _

s¢ And a night of business,” rejoined Turpin, ¢ and plaguing,
perplexing business into the bargain.”

¢ And the night of a faneral too,” doled Peter, « and that the
funeral of a father. Let us have breakfast speedily, by all
means. We have rare appetites.”

An old oaken table, it might have been the nelf-eamélxon
which the holy friars had broken their morniug fast, s in
the middle of the room. The ample board soon groaned beneath
the weight of the savoury cauldron; the unetuous contents of
which proved to be a couple of dismembered pheasants, an
equal proportion of poultry, great gouts of ham, mushrooms,
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onions, and other piquant condiments, so satisfactory to Dick
Turpin, that, upon tasting a mouthful, he absolutely shed tears
of delight. The dish was indeed the triumph of gipsy cookery,
and its execution worthy of the genius of the immortal Ude, to
whom we recommend especially the study of a Fotage @ la Bo-
hémienne, assuring him, that if, like Richard Turpin, he should
ever meet with such fare after a night of severely fatiguing
business, in his attendance upon his club, he will find no mere

salutary breakfast than that of which the Highwayman partook.

So sedulously did Dick applz himself to his mess, and 8o com-

lete was his abstraction, that he perceived not that he was
reft alone; it was only when about to wash down the last drum-
stick of the last fow]l with a can of excellent ale, that he made
this discovez. :

¢t What, all gone—and Peter Bradley, too—what the devil

does this mean 1’ said he. ¢ I must not muddle my brain with
with any more Pharaoh,* though I have feasted like a king of
Egypt. That will never do. Caution—Dick—caution. Sup-

ose I shift yon brick out of the wall, and place this precious
Smument beneath it. Pshaw, Luke would never play me false.
And now for Bess—bless her black skin—she’ll wonder where
I've been 80 long. It's not my way to leave her to shift for
. herself, though she can do that on a pinch.”
Soliloquizing thus, he arose, and walked towards the door.

CHAPTER III

The wiving vine, that round the friendly elm
Twines her soft limbs, and weaves a leafy mantle
For her supporting lover, dares not venture

‘To mix her humble boughs with the embraces

Of the more lofty cedar. ' '
GLAPTHORNE, ALBERTUS WALLENSTEIN.

BerzaTh 2 mouldering wall, whither they had strayed, to be
free from interruption, sat Sybil and her lover, upon a carpet of
moss.

With eager curiosity she listened to his tale. He recounted
all that had befallen him since his departure. He told her of
the awful revelations of the tomb—of the ring that, like a talis-
man, had conjured up a thousand brilliant prospects in the
gloom—of his subsequent perils—of his escapes—of his ren-
contre with Lady Rookwood—of his visit to his father’s bod
~and of his meeting with his brother. All this she heard wit|
a cheek now flushed with expectation, now grown pale with ap-
prebension—with palpitating bosom, ang“;mh suppressed

* Strong drink,
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breath. Bat, when taking a softer tone, love, affection, happi-
mess, inspired the theme, and he sought to paint the bliss that
should be theirs in his new estato—when he would throw his
fortune into her lap—his titles at her feet, and bid her wear
them with him—when, with ennobled hand and unchanged
heart, he would fulfil the troth pfighted by him, the outcast,
the destpised—in lieu of tender, grateful acquiescence, the fea-
tures of Sybil became overcast—the soft smile faded away, and
even as spring sunshine is succeeded by the sudden shower, the
light that dwelt in her sunny orbs grew dim with tears.

uke gazed at her in amazement, and with displeasure.  He
had not expacted this reception of his suit; on the contraty, he
deemed that the anticipation of aggrandizement, which he held
out, would have been rapturously welecomed. That it was not
80, was clear. A painful struggle was evidently taking place
in Sybil’s bosom. Perpléxed and mortified, Luke neither spoke
nor stirred. ' We have said that a new train of feeling was
awakened within him—that pride was usarping the sacred seat
of love—and that his affection for S8ybil had received a severe
shock. In all probability, had his proposition been mét in the
manner he expected by Sybil—had she eagerly acquiesced with
his expressed wishes, and unhesitatingly and gratefully com-
plied with his offers, he might then have felt that he had mhl{
committed himself (for Peter Bradley’s stinging words still-
rankled in his recollection like barbed shafts)—and crippled his
free purposes on the very threshold of his career. But he had
found it otherwise; and when, with hesitation in his heart,
though passion upon his lips, he had offered all to hier—her
hand was withdrawn—her face averted—her eyes filled with
tears. ¢ Capricious, inconsistent, heartless, insensible! Shall
I yield to her humours? Shall I stoop to her?’ were his
thoughts, ¢ Stoop to Sybil!”” echoed his consci s and
as he looked at her, he felt that his thoughts had belied his
heart.

And what were Sybil’s emotions? Was she, in reality, the
capricious, inconsistent being, Luke had suddenly imagined
her to be? Could she not sympathize with his success? She
could—she could. There was nothought of her lover's which she
could not divine, with which her own wishes were not identi-
fied. Hers’ was a devotion passing the love of woman; in
that it was absolute devotion. Nought was suffered to stand
between her and her lover. No other sentiment possessed her.
She had no kindred, save Barbara, to claim her duty, her af-
fections. She was not distracted with worldly dreams—with
thoughts of pleasures or of vanities. She lived for her lover,
and for him alone. Beneath her gentle exterior burnt a flame
that was to.all others a scorching fife: to her lover, innocent
as the tongue of flame that licked the prophet’s feet. Adorin
him thus, can it for an instant be supposed that she was indif-
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ferent to her lover’s advancement—that she gloried not in his
rise—or that she was meanly jealous of his success} No one
vould suspect it; and Luke, although he might give vent to
impatience, did rot, for more than aninstant, indulge the thought.
At length she raised her eyes, and in them beamed sach meurn-
ful tenderness, that whatever stern resolves Luke had formed,
they disappeared at once before it. . .

« Why—why*is this, dear Sybil1" oried he. ¢ To what
am I to attribute these tears? You do not, sure, regret my
good fortune ¥” .

« Not on your own account, dear Luke,” returned she, sadly ;
¢ the tears I shed were for myself.—The first, the only tears
that I have ever shed for such cause, and,” added she, raisin,
her head like a flower surcharged with moisture, ¢ they sh
be the last.” -

¢ This is inexplicable, dear Sybil. Why should you lament
for yourself—if not for me! Doth mot the sunshine of pros-

rity, that now shines upon me, gild you with the same beam ?

id I not, even now," affirm, that the day that saw me enter
my father’s halls, should dawn upon our espousals?”

¢ True, but the sun that shines updn you, to me wears a
:lhreatesling aspect—the day of those espousals will never

awn. '

¢ What do I hear?” exclaimed Luke, astonished- at the
avowal of his mistress, sadly and deliberately delivered, which
smote upon his ears like a {nell. ¢ You cannot mean what
Kou aver; some witclcrafl hath been praetised—1I am possessed

y it myself. Hath Peter Bradley—hath that fiend poisoned
thy ears likewise? Hath he wrought upon thee, as he fain
would have wrought upon me? Bat I resisted the tempter—
I trampled him beneath me; I shook him off, as thou niust cast
him from thee. Not wed me !—And wherefore not? 1Is it the
rank that I have acquired, or hope to acquire, that displeaseth
thee? Declareif, if it be so, that I may atonce abandon all far-
ther quest of fortune’s favours, which would be dearly paid for, if
purchased with loss of thee. Speak, that I may waste no fur-
ther time in thus pursuing the shadows of happiness, while the
reality fleets from me.”

¢ And are they shadows—and s this the reality, dear Luke?
It may be that thou sayest truly; but wilt thou ¢ontinue to
think so? Nay, dost thou think so now? Question thy se-
eret soul, and thou wilt find it otherwise. Thou couldst not
forego thy triumph; it is not likely; thou hast dwelt too much
upon the proud title which will be thine, to yield it to another,
* when it may be won 8o easily. And above all, when thy mo-

ther’s reputation, and thy own stained name, may be cleared by
one word, breathed aloud, wouldst thou fail to utteris? No,
dear Luke, I read thy heart, thou wouldst not.”

«And if I could not forego this, wherefore is it that thou te-\
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fusest to be a sharer in my trinmph 1 Why wilt thou render
my honours .valueless, when I have acquired them? Thou
lovest me not.” :

«“Not love thee, Luke 1"

¢ Approve it, then.”

«“ldo ap‘)rove it. Bear witness the sacrifice I am about to
make of all my hopes, at the shrine of my idolatry to ‘thee.
Bear witness, the agony of this hour. Bear witness, the horror
of the avowal, that I never can be yours. As Luke Bradley I
would, joyfully—oh, how joyfally, have been your bride. ‘As
Sir Luke Rookwood”’— and she shuddered, as she pronounced
the name, I never can be so.”

“Then, by heaven! Luke Bradley will I wmain. But
wherefore—wherefore not as Sir Luke Rookwood 1" ’

¢ Because,” replied Sybil, with reluctance, * because I am
no longer thy equal. The gipsy’s low-born daughter is no
mate for Sir Luke Rookwood. Love cannot blind me, dear
Luke. 1t cannot make me other than I am—it cannot exalt me
in mine own estéem, nor in that-of the world, with whieh,
thou, alas! too soon wilt mingle, and which will regard even
me as—no matter what—it shall not scotn me as thy bride. I
will not bring shame and reproach on thee. Oh if| for me, dear
Luke, the proud ones of the earth were to treat thee with con-
tumely, this heart would break with agony. ¥For myself, I
have pride sufficient—perchance: too much; perehance ’tis
pride that actuates me now. I know not. But for thee, I am
all weakness. As thou wert heretofore, I would have been to
thee the tenderest and truest wife that ever breathed; as thow
art now. 2

« Heat me, Sybil.” - .

¢« Hear me out, dear Luke. One other motive thers is, that
determines m present conduct, which, were all else sur-
mounted, would.in itself suffice. Ask me not what that is: I
cannot explain it. For your own sake, I implore you, be satis-
fied with my refusal.” .

¢ What a destiny is mine !” exclaimed Luke, striking his
forehead with his clenched hand. ¢ No choice is left me.
Either way I destroy mine own happiness. On the one
hand standeth Love——on the other, Fame; yet neither will
conjoin.”

¢ Pursue then fame,” said Sybil, emergetically,. ¢ if thou
canst hesitate. Forget that I have ever existed—forget that
thou hast ever loved—forget that such a passion dwells within
the_human heart, and thou mayst still be -happy, though thou
art great.” . )

. % And do you deem,* replied Luke, with frantic impatience,
¢ that I can accomplish this—that I can forget that I have loved
on—that I can forget you? Cost what it will, the effort shall
{e made, Yet by our former love, I charge thee tell me what
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hath wrought this change in thee? Why dost thou now refuse
mel”’ - -

« T have said you are Sir Luke Rookwood,” returned Sybil,
with painful emotion. ¢ Doth that name import nothing?”

«Imports it aught of ill ¥ . .

«To me, everything of ill. It is a fated house,. Its line
are all predestined.” :

¢ To what ¥’ demanded Luke. .

¢ To murder /" replied Sybil, with selemn emphasis. ¢« To
the murder of their wives. Forgive me, Luke, if I have dared
to utter this. Yourself compelled me to it.”

Amazement, horror, wrath, kept Luke silent for a few mo-
ments. Starting to his feet, he cried—. .

+ And can you suspect me of a crime so foul! Think you,
because I shall assume the name, that I shall put on the natare
likewise of the race! Do you believe that I am capable of
aught so horrible 1" .

¢ Oh no—no, I believe it not. Iam sure you would not
doit. Your soul would reject with horror, such a deed ; bat
if fate should guide your hand—if the avenging spirit of your
murdered ancestress should point the steel, you conld not shun
it then.”

¢ My murdered ancestress ! to what do you allude ?”’

«'To a tradition of your house. ’Tis said, that the first of the
race from which you now claim descent, Sir Ranulph Rookwood,
slew his dame, in jealous indignation for imaginary wrong. Her
prayers, her tears, her adjurations of innocence—and she was in-
nocent—all her agony, could not move him. He stabbed her
thrice. He smote the bleeding corse, and as life was ebbing fast
away, with her fleeting breath she pronounced a curse upon her
murderer, and upon his race. She had invoked all the powers
of merey, and of goodness, to aid her. - A deaf ear had been
turned unto her agonized entreaties. With her dying lips she
summoned those of hell. She surrendered her soul. to the dark
Spirit of Evil, for revenge; and the revenge was accorded her.
She died—but her curse survived. That fatal malediction at-
tached to her Lord, and to all his line. No penance could ex-
Kiate the offence—no tears wash out the bloody stain—all have

een hurried into the commission of the same crime. Yet as it
hath been a fate, a ministration of the Spirit of Evil, none have
suffered the punishment of their guilt. Where their affection
hath been fixed, hath their dagger struck. Was it not 80 with
thy father—with Sir Reginald—Sir Ralph—Sir Ranulph ? And
. when I tell thee this, dear Luke—when I find thee bear the
name of this accursed race, canst thou wonder, if 1 shudder at

adding to the dismal list of the victims of that ruthless spirit : .

and that I tremble for thee ? I would die for thee, willingly~—
bat not by thy hand. I would not that my blood, which. I
would now pour out for thee as freely as water, should rise up
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in judgment nst thee. For myself I have no fears—for
thee, a thousand. My mother, upon her death-bed, told me
I should never be thine. I believed her not, for I was happ
then. She said that we never should be united; or, 5’
united ——"’

¢¢ What, in heaven’s name 1"

% That thou wouldst be my destroyer; that thy love should
tarn to hatred—and thou wouldst slay me. ow counld I
credit her words then? How can I doubt them now, when I
find thon art a Rookwood? And think not, dear Luke, that I
am ruled by selfish fears in this resolve. To remounce thee
may cost me my life; but the deed will be my own. Thou
mayst call me superstitious, credulous: I have been nutured in
credulity. It is the faith, of my fathers. There are those, me-
thinks, who have an insight into futarity ; and such boding
words have been spoken, that, be they true or false, I will not
risk their falfilment in my person. I may be credulous—I may
be weak—I may be erring—but I am steadfast in this. Bid
me perish at your feet, and I will do it. But I will not be
your Fate. I will not be the wretched instrument-of your per-
dition. I will love, I will worship—I will watch, serve—
perish for you—but I will not wed you.” . o

Exhausted with the vehemence of her emotion, she would
have sunk upon the ground, had not Luke canEht her in his
arms. Pressing her to his bosom, he renewed his passionate
protestations. Every argument was unavailing—Sybil ap-
peared inflexible. ) s

“You love me as you have ever loved me 1’ said she, a¥
length.

“g'gl thousand fold more fervently,” replied Luke. ¢ Paut it to
the test.”

¢ How ? "IfI dared do so. Consider well—I may ask too
much.” .

¢ Name it. If it be not to surrender thee, by my mother's
body I will obey thee.” :

¢ I would propose an oath.”

¢ An oath ?”

¢ A solemn binding oath, that, if thou weddest me not, thou
wilt not wed another. Ha! dost thou start? Have I'appalled
thee

«Istart? I will take it—Hear me—by—""

¢ Hold !’ exclaimed a voice behind them—¢¢ do not forswear
thyself;” and immediately afierwards the sextoh made his
appearance. There was a malignant scowl upon his counte-
nance. The lovers started at the ominous interruption..

s Begone,’’ cried Luke. .

“ e not that oath,” said Peter, ‘‘and I leave you. Re-
member the counsel which I gave you on our way hither.”

« What counsel did he give thee, Luke ¥’ inquired Sybil,
eagerly of her lover,
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% We spoke of thee, fond girl,” replied Peter. 1 edu
tioned him against the matech. 1 knew not thy sentiments, or
I had spared myself the trouble. Thou hast judged wisely.
Were he to wed thee, ill must come of it: but he mus? wed
another.” -

s« Must !" cried Sybil, her eyes absolutely emitting sparkles
of indignation from their night-like depths; and, unsheathing,
#s she spoke, the short poignard which she wore at her girdle,
she rushed towards Peter, raising her hand to strike, ¢ Muat
wed another! and darest thou counsel this 1"

“«wPat up thy degger, fair maiden,” said Peter, calmly.
s Had I been younger, thine eyes might have had more terrors
for me than thy weapon; as it is, Lam proof against both.
Thou wouldst not strike an old man like myself, and of thy
lover’s kin 1’

Sybil’s uplifted hand fell to her side. ‘

¢Tig true,” continued the sexton, ¢ I dared to give him this
advice; and when thou hast heard me out, thou wilt not, I am
persuaded, think me so unreasonable as, at first, I may appear
to be. I have been an unseen listener to your converse—not
that I desire to pry into your secrets—far from it; but I over-
heard you by accident. I applaud your resolution : hut if you
are inclined to sacrifice all for your lover’s weal, do not let the
work be incomplete. Bind him not by oaths, which he will
regard as spider’s webs, to be burst through at pleasure. Thou
seest, as well as I, that he is bent on being Lord of Rookwoed ;
and in truth, to an aspiring youth, such a desire is natoral——
is praiseworthy. It will be pleasant, as well as honourable,
to efface the stain that has been cast upon his birth. It will be
an act of filial duty in him, to restore his mother’s good name ;
and I, her father, laud his anxiety on that score; though, to
speak truth, fair maid, 1 am not rigid as your nice' moralists in
my view of human nature, and can allow a latitude to love,
which their ‘nicer scruples will not admit. It will be a proud

. thing to triumph ovet his implacable foe ; and this he may ac- .

complish i

¢ Without marriage,” interrupted Sybil, angrily.

¢ True,” returned Peter—¢¢ yet not maintain it. May win
it, but not wear it. Thou hast said truly, the house of Rook-
wood is a fated house ; and it hath been said, likewise, that if
he wed not one of his own kindred—that if Rook mate not
with Rook, his Poasessions shall pass away from his hands, as
thou shalt ltear.” And Peter repeated the prophetic quatrain,
with which the reader is already acquainted. ¢ Thou hearest
what this quaint rhyme saith. ~ Luke is, doubtless, the stray
Rook, and there is a fledgling, that I wot not of, flown hither
frqm a distant country. He must take her to his mate, or relin-
quish her and the ¢ ancient nest’ to his brother. For my own
nart, I disregard such sayings. I have little faith in rophecy

d divination. I'see not why it should be so. I Know not
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what Eleanor Mowbray, for so she is called, ean have to do

with the tenure of the estates of Rookwood. It may be so, or

it may not be so. But if Luke Rookwood, after he hath lorded
it for awhile in s[:leudour, be cast forth again in his rags and
wretchedness, let him not blame his grandsire for his own want

of caution.” - . :

¢ Luke, I implore thee, tell me,” said Sybil, who had listened,
horror-stricken, te the sexton, shuddering, as it were, beneath
the chilly influence of his malevolent look—¢¢ is this trae?

Doth thy fate depend upon Eleanor Mowbray ! Who is she ?

‘What hath she to do with Rookwood? Hast thou seen her ?

Dost thou love her?”

“T have never seen her,” replied Luke.

“Thank God for that,”” cried Sybil. ¢Theén thou lovest
her not.” )

¢ How were that possible ¥’ returned Luke. ¢ Do I not
say I have not seen her 1

¢ Who is she, then 1" :

¢ This old man tells me she is my cousin. She is betrothed
to'my brother, Ranulph.”

¢ How " ejaculated Sybil. To thy brother, Ranulph ! And
wouldst thou snatch his betrothed from his arms? Wouldst
thon break her heart, as, if she love him, thou must do?

‘Wouldst thou do him this grievous wrong? Bethink thee,

dear Luke. Is it not enougﬁr that thou must wrest from him

that which he hath long deemed his own?! And,if he hath
falsely deemed it so, it will not make his loss theless bitter.

* In what thou doest now thou art justified. Thou hast g right to
what is thine own—the estates of Rookwood are thine own—
but she is not thine own. But why do I thus affright myself?

If she love thy brother, Eleanor Mowbray will die, sooner than
give to thee tge hand which she pledged to kim. I know not
how those who have been more gently nurtured than myself .
feel, but I had rather been torn piece-meal by wild horses—
had rather fling myself into the ronrin% torrent, that dashes
from yon rock, than forfeit so my fealty. If thou thus wrong’st
thy brother, do not look for happiness—do nat look for respect,
for neither will be thy portion. Even this stony-hea old
man shrinks aghast from such a deed—his snake-like eyes are
baried on the ground. See, I have moved even him.”

And in truth Peter did appear, for an instant, strangely
moved. .

¢¢ '"Tisnothing,” returned he, mastering his emotion by stron,

“effort. ¢ What is all this to me? I never had a brother—.
never had aught—wife, child, or relitive, that loved me. And
1 love not the world, nor the things of the world, nor those that
inhabit the world—but I know what sways the world, and its
inhabitants, and that is—seLP—aND SELF INTEREST ! Let Luke-

. reflect on this. The key to Rookwood is Eleanor Mowbray.
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The hand that grasps hers, grasps those lands—thus saith the
ecy.” - : .
P“‘?{lt isa lyingesrophocy. ’
.1t was uttered by one of thy race.”
« By whom 1” . .
« Ry Barbary Lovel,” said Peter with a sneer of triumph.
«Ha!”
¢« Heed him not,” exclaimed Luke, as Sybil recoiled at this
intelligence. ¢I am thine.”
« Not mine—not mine,” shrieked she; ¢ but oh, not kers.”
« Whither goest thou?”’ cried Luke, as Sybil, half bewil-
dered, tore herself from him. .
¢To Barbara Lovel.”
«] will go with thee.”
¢ No; let me go alone—I have much to ask her; yet tarry
not with this old man, dear Luke—or close thine ears, like the
deaf adder, to his crafty talk. Avoid him. Oh, I am sick at
heart. Follow me not—1I implore thee, follow me not.”
And with distracted air she darted amongst the mouldering
cloister, leaving Luke stupefied with anguish and surprise.
. The Sexton maintained a stern and stoical composure.
¢« She is but woman, after all,” muttered he; ¢ all her high-
flown resolves melt like snow in the sunshine, at the thought
. of arival. I congratulate thee, grandson Luke—thou art free
from thy fetters.” .
¢ Free!” echoed Luke. ¢ Quit my sight—I loathe to look
. upon thee. Thou hast broken the truest heart that ever beat in
woman’s bosom.” - .
¢ Tut, tut,” returned Peter; it is 'not broken yet. Wait
till we hear what old Barbara has got to say; and, meanwhile,
we must arrange with Dick Turpin the price of that certificate.
The knave knows its value well. Come, be a man. This is
worse than womanish.” )
And, at length, he succeeded, half by force and half by per-
- suasion, in dragging Luke away with him.

CHAPTER 1V.

Los Gitanos son encantadores, adivinos, magos, chyromanticos, que
dicen por las rayas de las manos lo Futuro, quegllm thml;lue-
naventurs, y generalmente son dados a toda supersticion.

: » SancHO DE MoNCADA.
Discurso sobre la Espulsion de los Gitancs.

Lixe a. dove, escaped from the tal f the fal i
fled from the clutches of the Sexton.  Her brain wce. Ly .
whirl, her blood in fire; she had no distinct perception of ex-

| -
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ternal objects—no definite notion- of what she, herself, was
about to do, and glided more like a flitting spirit than a living
woman, along the ruined ambulatory. Her hair had fallen in
disorder over her face—she stayed not to adjust it, but tossed
aside the blinding locks with frantic impatience. She felt as
one may feel who tries to strain his nerves, shattered by ill-
ness, to the endurance of some dreadful, yet necessary pain.

Racked by a thousand fears, lest she should accelerate her
fate, and involve her lover in more peril, Sybil wished to make
one feeble effort to re-establish or utterly overthrow her own
geace of mind. What she hoped to gain by the interview with

er aged relative, she scarce knew. Her main object was to
confirm to herself (for drowning love will cling to straws) the
truth of Luke’s assertions; not that she doubted his veracity,
but she still trusted that he might be in error, even as to the -
extent of his claims to the title and to the estates of Ropk-
wood. This, at oncé she could asecertain, by appealing to Bar-
bara, who had seen the body of his mother—who had em-
balmed it——who must have .perceived the.ring (that startling
evidence of the marriage of the departed), had there been rin
upon the finger—whose skill in simples, in medical craft, an
knowledge of the human frame, would at once have told her if
the dead had come to her end fairly; and who could at once
verify the Sexton’s statement respecting the prophecy. This
she could learn at once. Were there a doubt, or a shadow of
a doubt, she might yet be happy. But what if Barbary con-
ﬁrm;d itall? If she kad seen the ring? She dared not think-
on that. o

Sybil loved her relative, old Barbary; but it was with a love
tempered by fear. Barbara was not a person to inspire es-
teem, or to claim affection. She was regarded, by the wild
tribe, which she ruled, as their Queen elect, with some such
feeling of inexplicable awe as is entertained by the African
slave for the Obeah Woman. They acknowledged her power,
unhesitatingly obeyed her commands, and shrank with terror
from her anathema, which was indeed seldom pronounced ; but
when uttered, was considered as doom. Her tribe -she looked

. upon as her flock, and stretched her maternal hand over all, -
ready alike to cherish or chastise; and having already sur-
vived a generation, that which succeeded,—having from infancy
imbibed a superstitious veneration for the ¢ cunning woman,”
as she was called, the sentiment could never be wholly eradi-
cated ; but continued in such force in after-life, as to make the
fiercest of that fierce race_implicitly to comply with her man-
dates, and bow in submission to her edicts. .

One circumstance, indeed, might have some control over
the band. From whatever source derived, she had obtained a
hoard of gold, and this she distributed freely. She could re-,
ward as well as punish, and was withal, wise enough to main-
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tain good order, and promote ooncord. By means of her
strange]y aoquired wealth, she had, it was said, frequently di-
verted the course of justice, and effected the liberation of seve-
ral of the wildest of her gang from jail, or, at least, had af-
forded them comforts during their confinement. These favours
were never forgotten, and Barbary had acquired an absolute as-
cendancy over every individual composing her formidable tribe—
an ascendancy which increased as she advaneed in years (for
store of years is supposed, by this sa people, to bring with
it store of wisdom), so that at the period of our tale, when she
had already numbered more than eiﬁhtg winters, the will of

* Barbara, once expressed, was law. Add to all this, the know-
ledge which she possessed of the power and virtue of all heal-
ing plants and roots; the skill whioh she displayed in their
application ; the frequent cures she had performed ; the strange
instrumente, the drugs, the oils, the distilments, the sp
woods, which she possessed, and the mystery she observed in
the art she practised (for Barbara knew full well the advantage
of concealment); these, and a hundred other reasgns, made her
appear to her people as the High Priestess of their mystic
rites, endowed, from some dark sources, with magic power.
Some, indeed, eutertained the belief; that she had obtained her
power, her gold, and her length of life, by the barter of her
soul to the evil one; but, as the prevailing opinioa amongst
the gipsy peaple happened to be, that man has no soul to dis-
pose of, this hypothesis-was treated with the contempt it de-
served, by the majority. All, however, concurred in thinking
her a remarkable woman ; and in whatever speculation they
might privately indulge, none dared openly to dmobeﬁ her.

. Sybil partook, in a measure, of these sentiments. How.could
it be otherwise ? She was born in another land—nnder a warm-
er sun—amongst a more fiery, yet amongst a people who fol-
lowed the same pursuits, modified by the customs of the land
in which they dwelt, and directed towards the same end. Her
youth, her maturer years, if her years could even as yet be call-
ed mature, had been spent under the surveillance of Barbara.
Her father—a contrabandist—a mountain gmuggler—had pe-
rished by the carbines of the soldiery. His widow was taken
~~imprisqned—tortured—condemned as an heretic, to perish at
the Auto-da-Fé.

Here it was that Barbara’s power was shown to its utmost
extent. By that wonderful freemasonry which exists amongst
this singular race, and enables-them to communicaie with each
other in different places, and in different countries, Barbara,
with a celerity almost inconceivable, had received intelligence
of her daughter’s imprisonment. She set out. Crossing France
—she ecaled the Pyrennees—she traversed Spain—she passed
through Madrid—she arrived at Toledo, in wm town her un-
fortunate child was confined. There she lost all trace of her:
“ar agents could supply her with no further information. She

’
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was not in the Eublic prison ; and, trembling with horror, gnx-
iety, and apprehension, the mother was obliged to await the day
of execution for a glimpse of her child, and to postpone the ex-
ecution of her plans until that period, and so double the danger
and hazard of a rescue, if she dared to attempt a rescue at all.
But what will not a mother attempt, and a mother to whom fear
is unknown ? :
Meantime, the wretched prisoner knew not of all this. She
had experienced all the tortures of the Question. The rack
could extort nothing from her. There- was nothing to be ex-
torted. She was no magician ;—she was no idolatress ;—but
she was a Gitana—and this was sufficient, without proof of
sorcery—and, to her misfortune, she was a mother. S ybil,
her child, an infant then, was the companion of her prison.
Amidst all this horror, the child was unaffrighted, till she saw
her mother, pale, lacorated, bleeding, fresh from the teeth of the
rack, brought back to the dungeon. The mother murmured
not; she tried to smile; but the child recoiled from her bleeding
touch. A refinement of erueh{ieuggaswd itself to the minds
of these human leeches—the child should witness her mother’s tor-
tufe : it should stand beside her. Reversing the Levitical Law,
they purposed to “seethe the kid in the milk of its mother.”
The idea was too horrible. So'soon as she understood their
meaning, she confessed a falsehoed—she proclaimed her here-
sies—she condemned hérself to the stake. .
Attired in all the tragical masquerade of thatimpious festival,
bare-footed,.with the candle in her hand, clad in the garments
of lhe'Holy Office, crowned with the flame-coloured cap, ledad-
ing her child by the haad, walked the wretohed woman, in ex~
fectation of her filej the bells rang, the people shouted, the
ight-hearted laughed, the bigots exunlted. Some admired her
dark eyes and her small feet, for she was a beautiful woman;-
some ‘ritied the forlorn little child, whose bewildered gaze was
turned half in fear, half in admiration, upon the assembled mul-
titude; some few wept at the mother’s anguish; but more re-
joiced at the death of the heretic and the heathen.. - All at once,
there was a rush made amongst the erowd. A number of mask-
ed inquisitors, for siich they seemed, enveloped in long sable
cloaks, acompanied by their familiars, by the Alguacils, the
Corregidor masked likewise, and by several cowled priests,
started forward. Without a word, without a blow, they seized
apon the victim, and upon her child—they bore them off ; and,
before an attempt could be made at rescue, had disappeared.
This bold deed had been so suddenly executed, and by such a
formidable cavalcade, that no one had dated to interfere; and
though all the city was searched, every house ransacked, every
gate closed, every suspicioils personexamined, every pass scru-
pulously noted, no trace of the lost victim, of her child, or of
the perpetrators, was discovered. The Holy Brotherhood was
" panic-stricken. The Ladrones, Rufianes, the Cingéros, and the"
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whole horde of vagabonds who infested a certain portion of the
city*, were suspected, but it could never be brought home to
them ; and in due season the affair was hushed up, or for-

tten. .
gIoBarlmm escaped, and furthermore succeeded in bringing her
daughter and her grandchild to England. Sybil’s mother did
not long survive. She had suffered too much by the rack, the
thumbscrew, and other horrible treatment in the abominable
dungeon in which she had been thrust ; but she died not at the
stake, and there was enough. She had been her mother’s
youngest child—the child of her old age—the only daughter—
and as such, the beloved—the favourite. Barbara nursed her
—tended her; but she could not restore the suprleness of the
broken joints—she could not heal those gasping lungs, burst by
the weight imposed upon her breast. She died, and bequeathed
her daughter to her mother’s care, and Sybil had been to her as
a child, yet not as her own child.

This achievement was a subject of unmingled triumph to
Barbara. She often boasted of it, and with reason. To have
torn his prey from the jaws of the tiger in his own lair, were
an easy task, compared with the wresting of a victioe from the-
fangs of the Inquisition; yet she had accomplished it, with
the assistance of the Gitanos, who were disguised in the manner
described ; but not, as she shrewdly remarked in describing the
event, without an awful waste of gold, which she poured out
like water. ¢ But,!’ added Barbara, ¢ you all know that when
I want gold I need only to dig for it. This staff,” showing her
bifurcate hazel rod, without which she never stirred, ¢ will al-
wn&’« show me where it lies.’*

hile on the subject of the Divining Rod, we may mention
that, addicted to the practice of divination, Barbara did not, as
is the case with most of her tribe, confine herself to the pursnit
of a single branch of that abstruse science, as chiromancy, but
followed it through its remotest branches, seeking to obtain
knowledge of good and ill, and to foresee the future fate and
fortune of those who consulted her, like the angurs of old, by
what Gaule, in his Mag-astro-mancer, describes as « Antinopo-
mancy, by the entrails of men, women, and children; Therio-
. mancy, by beasts; Ornithamancy, by birds; Ickthyomaney,
- by fishes; Hydromancy, by water; Botanomnnoy, by herbs;
Cleromancy, by lots; Catoxtromaney, by looking-glasses.’
Though we cannot avouch that she extended her inspections so
far in her Typomancy, or the coagulation of cheese, or to that
farthest flight of art, ¢ CePhaleonomancy, or consultation by the
braying of an ass’s head.” There were few things, however,

* En la Ciudad de Toledo
Donde flor de Bayles son.

Romance de Germania.
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for which she did not draw conclusions, and her whole soul

. seemed absorbed in pondering tpon past events, arid muttering

pro'Fhetic speculations fot the fature.

o return, Winding her way, she knew not how, through
roofless halls, over disjointed fragments of fallen pillars, Sybil
reached a flight of steps. A doof, studded with iron nails,
stayed her progress; it was an old strong oaken door, sur-
mounted by a gothic arch, in the kely-stone of which was one of
thoee grotesque demoniacal faces with which the Fathers of the
Church delighted to adorn their shrines. Sybil locked up—
her glance encountered the leering gaze of the fantastic visage.
It recalled the features of the.Sexton, and seemed to rgock her
—1to revile her. Her fortitade at once deserted her—her fingers
were upon the handle of the door. She hesitated: she even
drew back, with the intention of departing, for she felt then that
she dared not face Barbara. It was too late—she had moved
the-handle. A deep voice from within, called to her by her
name. She dared not disobey that call: she entered.

The room in which Sybil found herself was the only entire
apartment how existing in the Priory. It had survived the
ravages of time, it had escaped the devastation of man, whose
ravages outstrip those of time. ~Octagonal, lofty, yet narrow,

ou saw at once that it formed the interior of a turret. It was
ighted by a small oriel window, commanding a lovely view of
the scenery around, and panelled with oak, richly wrought in
tibs and groins; and from overhead depended a moulded ceil-
ing of honey-comb plaster-work. This room had something,
even now, in the days of its d tion, of monastie beauty
about it. = Where the odour of sanctity hrad breathed forth, the
fames of idolatry prevailed; but imagination, ever on the wing,
flew back to that period (and a tradition to that effect warranted
the supposition‘), when, ’perchanee, ithad been the sanctuary and
the privacy of the Prior’s self. . '
rapped in a cloak, composed of the skins of various ani-
mals, upon & low pallet, covered with sfained scarlet cloth, sat
Barbara. Around her head was coiffed, in folds, like those of
an Asiatic turban, a rich though faded shawl, and her wdist
wras encircled with the magie Zodiacle Zone—proper to the
sorceress—the Mage Cineo or the Cingara (whence the name,
according to Moncada), which Barbara had brought from Spain.
From her ears depended long golden drops, of curious antique
fashioning; ard upon her withered fingers, which were like a
coil of lizards, were hooped a multitude of silver rings, of the
purest, but simplest, manufacture. They seemed almost of
massive unwrought metal. Her skin was as yellow as the
body of a toad ; corrugated as its back. She might have been
steeged in saffron from her ﬁnger tips, the nails of which were
of the same hue, to such portions of her neck as were visible,
and which was puckered up like the throat of a tortoise. To
look at her, one might have thought the embalmer had experi-
17 %
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mented her art upon herself. So dead—eo bloodless—so
blackened, secemed the flesh, whepe flesh remained, leather
could scarce be tougher than her skin. She seemed like an
animated mummy. Such a frame, so prepared, appeared calcu-
lated to endure for ages; and, perhaps, might have done so;
but, alas ! the soul-cannot be embalmed ; no oil can reillame

that precious lamp; and that Barbara’s vital spark was fast

waning, was evident, from her heavy bloodshot eyes, once of a
swimming black, and lengthy as a witch’s, which were now
sinister, and sunken.

The atmesphere of the room was as strongly impregunated as

.a museum, with volatile odours, emitted from the stores of
drags with which the shelves were loaded, as well as from vari-
ous stuffed specimens of birds and wild animals. Barbara’s
only living companion was a monstrous owl, which perched
over the old gipsy’s head, hissed a token of recognition, as
Sybil advanced. {“rom'a hook, which had been placed in the
plaster roof, was susgended a globe of crystal glass, about the
size and shape of a large gourd, filled with a pure pellucid
liquid, in which a small snake, the Egyptian aspic, described
pegetual gyrations.

im were the eyes of Barbars, yet not altogether sightless.
The troubled demeanour of her grandchild struck her as she enter-
ed. She felt the hot drops upon her hand as Sybil stooped to
‘kiss it: she heard her vainly stifled sobs.

¢ What ails thee, child ¥’ said Barbara, in a voice that rattled
it her throat, and hollow as the articulation of a phantom. ¢ Hast
thou heard tidings of Luke Bradley? Hath any ill befallen
him? I told thee thou wouldst either hear of him or see him
this morning. He is not returned, I see. What hast thou
heard ¥

¢ He is returned,” replied Sybil faintly, ¢“and no ill hath
happened to him.” - )

¢« He ts returned, and thou here,” echoed Barbara. ¢ No ill
hath happened to Aim, thou sayest—am I to understand there is
ill to thee 2 .

. Sybil answered not. _She could not answer.

«1 see, I see,” said Barbara, more gently, her head and hand
shaking with paralytic affection—¢ a quarrel, a lover’s quarrel.
Old as 1 am, I have not forgotten my feelings as a girl. What
woman ever does, if she be woman? and thou like thy poor
mothey, art a true hearted wench. She loved her husband, as
a husband should be loved, Sybil; and though she lové® me
well, she loved him better, as was right. Ah!.it was a bitter
day when she left me and her own land; for though, to one of
our wandering race, all countries are alike, yet the soil of our

_birth is dear to us, and the presence of our kindred deayer.
‘Well, well, I will not think ofp that. She is- gone. Nay, take
it not 8o to heart, wench. Luke hath a hasty temper. ’Tis
not the first time I have told thee so. He will not bear rebuke,
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and thou hast questioned him too shrewdly, touching his ab-
sence. Isitmotso? Heed it not. Trust me thou wilt have
him seek thy forgiveness ere the shadows shorten 'neath the

.noontide sun.”

‘““Alas! alas !” said Sybil, sadly, «this is no lover’s quarrel,
Wh’l,ch may, at once, be forgotten and forgiven~—would it were
so.

‘ What is it then?” asked Barbara; and without waiting
Sybil’s snswer, she continued, with vehemence.—¢ Hath he
wronged thee? Tell me, girl, in what way? Speak, that 1
may avenge thee, if it be tﬁat thy wrong requires revenge. Art
thou blood of mine, and thinkest.I will not do this for thee, girl !
None of the blood of Barbara Lovel was ever unrevenged. I
will catch him, though he ran—~I will trip him, thou h%:a leap
—I will reach him, tﬁough he flee afar—I1 will d im hither
by the hair of his head,” added she, with a livid smile, and

enchinﬁ:er hands, as in the act of dragging some one towards
her. ¢ shall wed thee withip the hour, if thou wilt have it;
or, if thy honour need that it should be so, My power is not
departed from me. My people are yet at my command. 1 am
still their Queen, and wo to him that offendeth me or thee.”

¢ Mother! Mother!” cried Sybil, affrighted at the storm she
had unwittingly aroused ; ¢ he hath not injured me, ’Tis I
alone who am to blame, not Luke; he cannot help it.”

“Help what 7"’ asked Barbara ; ¢ you speak in mysteries.”

¢ Sir Piers Rookwood is dead.”

“Dead!’” echoed Barbara, trembling with surprise. ¢ Sir
Piers dead—" -

¢ And Luke Bradley——"

¢ Ha!”

“Is his successor——""

¢ Who told thee that?” asked Barbara, with increased as-
tonishment. .-

“Luke himself. I know all—all is disclosed.”” And Sybil.
hastily recounted Luke’s adventures. ¢ He is now Sir Luke
Rookwood,” . .

¢ This is news, in trath,” said Barbara; ¢ yet not news to
weep for. Thou shouldst rejoice for, not lament it. Well, well ;
Isaw it—I knew it. I shall live tosee all accomplished—to see
my Agatha’s child ennobled—to see her wedded; ay, to see her
well wedded.”

¢ Dearest mother !" ,

“ I can endow thee, and I will do it. Thou shalt brmﬁ to
thy husband not alone thy beauty—thon shalt bring him
wealth.” - :

¢ But, mother—"" -

¢ My Agatha’s daughter shall be Lady Rookwood.”

¢ Never! It cannot%:e.” ,

¢ What cannot be "

¢ The match you now propose.”
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- ¢t Not be. What meun you, silly wench} Not be—it must
—it shall-——why should it not be? Ha, ha! I perceive the
meaning of those tears—the trath flashes upon me-—he hath dis-
carded thee.”
¢ No, by the heaven of heavens, he is still the eame-—umal-
tered in affection.”
«If so, thy tears are out of place—thy sorrow out of sea-
son.” .
¢« Not so0.”
] tell thee yea—ha l—that look—thou wouldst not give me
to understand that it is thoit who art the jilt 3
¢ Mother, it is net fitting that I, a gipsy born, should wed
with him,” : :
¢ Not fitting! ha! and thou my child—not fitting! Get up,
or I will spurn thee—not fitting! Dry thine gyes, or I will
stab thee—not fitting! Thia from thee to me! I tell thee it is
fitting—thou shalt have a dower as ample as that of any lady in
the land—not fitting! Is it so thou sayest, because thou
thinkest that he derives himself from a proad and ancient line
~ancient and proud—ha! ha! I tell thee, girl, that for his one
ancestor I can number twenty—for the years in which his line-
age hath flourished my race can boast centuries, and was a
%ople—a kingdom, ere the }and in which he dwells was known.
What ! if b{ the curse of Heaven we were driven forth, the
ourse of Hell rests upon his house.”
«1 know it,” said Sybil ; « a dreadful curse, which, if I wed
him, will alight on me.”.
¢ No; not on thee—thou shalt avoid that carse !"’
¢ Avoid it1”
“’! know a means to satisfy the avenger. Leave that to
me. -
««] dare not, as it never can be; yet tell me—you saw the
body of Luke’s ill-fated mother—was she poisoned? Nay,
ou may speak ; Sir Piers’s death releases you from your oatz.
ilow died she ¥’
¢« By strangulation,” said - the old gipsy, raising her palsied
hand to her throat,
¢ Oh,” cried Sybil, gasping with horror. ¢ Was there a ring
upon her finger ¥
« A ring—a wedding ring. The finger was crookened.”
«Then there is no doubt that she was wedded, and that he
is Sir Luke Rookwood 1"
¢Doubt! 1 would have told Luke all, long, long ago, had not
ma oath sealed fast my lips. Listen to me, girl. hen I was
left alone, to do mine office with the corpse of Susan, I saw
indubitable proofs upon the body, of her fatal end. She was
smothered sleeping, and fthe ring upon her finger told me, by
her husband. I thought that none but those accursed Spanish
butchers, who call themselves holy, that maimed my darling,
my Agatha, could have hearts ssvage enongh to perpetrate a
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deed so horrible; for she looked so beautiful, so innocent, so
smiling, even in death, that, little used to weeping, as I was,
mine eyes would scarce Eermit me to complete mine office. She
was not unlike thy mpther, girl, except that her complexion
was more delicate, and lacked thy ‘mother’s rich and sunburnt
warmth. Well, I came forth—her murderer stood before me
—S8ir Piers. He trembled in each joint, as I looked at him;
—he saw that I knew his guilt—he saw that he was in my
power. Peter Bradley was with him likewise. The Sexton
watched my looks—he seemed to read the secret in my coun-
tenance, and, as he looked from the one to the other, he smiled.
1 shall never forget that smile—it was a fathet’s smile upon his
daughter’s murderer, carrying a consciousness of the crimo
along with it. I asked to be alone with Sir Piers; he feared to
comply, yet dared not refuse. We were alone—thou wonderest
how I ventured to trust myself with him. I was armed, and
then few men could cope with Barbara. I would have stabbed
him, if he had stirred—I could have stabbed him for a lighter
offence. ¢ You have seen her,’ said he. ¢I have,’ I answered.
He dared not continue the conversation. I spoke boldly, for I
hated him. ¢You were her assassin,’-1 said. He started.
¢ Deny it not,’ I continned— your life is forfeit, if 1 but speak.’
—¢ But you will not speak ? If gold will not purchase your
gilence, fear shall.’—+ 1 deride your threats,’ I returned ; ¢ and if
ou repeat them, I will denounce you, There is a ring upon
er finger.’ Again he started. ¢ She was your wife ¥’—¢ Alas !
replied he, ¢ she was.’—¢ What demon prompted you to kill
her? I added. ¢ Pride, pride,’ shrieked he; ‘and the curse
that is attached to our house, the insatiate spirit which will have
its victim. She is gone—she is gone—would I were also dead.
Denounce me—give me up to justice—I deserve it all.’ His
remorseful agony, in a measure, overcame my anger, and, look-
inﬁ:wadily upon his face, 1 saw that he was under the influence
of Fate. 1 even pitied him, such was the extremity of affliction
to whicli he was reduced.- After a while, he partially recovered :
he brought out gold ‘—a hoard of gold, it was mine,’ he said ;
<] should have more, if I would take the oath not to divulga the
dreadful secret in his lifetime.” He renewed his entreaties—I
took the oath. He then led me into another chamber, where an
infant was sleeping—it was a beautiful boy—it was Luke.
¢ Take this child,’ said he ; ¢ the sight of it will only recall her
—its gresenee is dangerous. Take the child, and with it what
gold thou wilt. Appoint what place thou thinkest proper, and
more shall be sent thee; but hence, away; the sight of that
child maddens—it is like an accusing angel.” I took the child
~—I took his gold—1I did not remonstrate with him on the bar-
barous and unnatural act he was committing. The child I
thought would thrive as well with me, and it did thrive, as thon
knowest, Sybil, under my care. Amongst the bravest, the
boldest, and the handsomest of our tribe, ranked Luke Bradley



202

His was the education of a man. Thinkest thou, Sybil, I have
forgotten the day when thou returnedst with thy luckless mother 1
Thou wert an infant then—a very pretty dark-eyed child, and
he a boy some years in advance of thee; yet even them,
children as ye were, ye seemed to love each other, and then first
the thought flashed across me of your union. I have watched

* you ever since—I have witnessed the growth the progress of
your affection—I have affianced you. The period of reward is
arrived—he is Sir Luke—he is your husband.”

« Hold, mother, do not deceive yourself,” said Sybil with
a fearful earnestness. ¢ He is not yet Sit Luke Rookwood—
would he had no-claim to beso. The fortune that hath hitherto
been 8o propitious, may yet desert him. Bethink you cf a
prophecy you uttered.”

¢ A prophecy ¥ Ha!—"

And with slow enunciation Sybil ‘pronounced the mystic
words which she had heard repeated by the Sexton.

As she spake, a gloom, like that of a thunder-cloud, began to
gather over the brow of the old gipsy. The orbs of her sunken
eyes expanded, and wrath supplied her frame with vigour. She
arose. .

 Who told thee that 1"’ eried Barbara.

¢ Peter Bradley.” .

¢ Peter Bradley, the Sexton of Rookwood ¥’ soreamed the
infuriate woman. ¢ Ha! How learnt he it 7 It was to one who
hath long been in his grave 1 told it—so long ago, it had
passed from my memory. ’Tis strange—Reginald hath a bro-
ther I know ; but there is no other of the house.”

¢« There is a cousin—Eleanor Mowbray.”

¢ Eleanor Mowbray ! Ha! I see, a daughter of that Eleanor
Rookwood, who fled from her father’s roof. Fool, fool ; am I
caught in mine own toils? Those wonls were words of trath
and power, and compel the future and ¢the will be,’ as with"
chains of brass. They must be fulfilled, but not by Ranulph.
He shall never wed Eleanor.”

¢ Whom then shall she wed 1”*

¢ Sir Luke Rookwood.” : :

¢« Mother !" shrieked Sybil. ¢ Dost thou say so? Oh! re«
call thy speech.”

¢ I may not; it is spoken. He shall wed her.”

¢ Oh God, support me !’ exclaimed Sybil.

¢ Silly wench, be firm—it must be as I say. He shall wed
her; yet shall he wed her not—tha altar and the grave are but
a step apart——the nuptial torch shall be quenched as soon as
lighted—the ocurse of the avenger shall fall—yet not on
thee—-"’

¢ Mother, I comprehend you not,” eried Sybil—«I would
not comprehend you. If sin mast fall upen some itmocent
head, let it be hurled on mine—not npon hers. I love him~-I
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could gladly die for him. She is young—she is unofferding—
perhaps happy. Oh, do not let her perish—-"
- ¢« Peace, I say !’ cried Barbara. -
¢ There lives another, his bréther,—think of that, dear mo-

ther!”

¢« It is in vain.” .

s ‘l‘y ?h, for my sake—for my martyr’d mother’s sake,” cried
ybil.

¢ Touch not that chord, girl,” said Barbara; ¢ trifle not with
thy mother’s name thus lightly. I owe it to her memory to
look to thy advancement.” v

‘¢ Advancement!” echoed Sybil, her voice stifled with sobs.
¢« It will advance me to my grave. Oh, mother, Jend not thine
hand to sin.” )

¢To sin!” repeated Barbara; “to Fate. This is thy birth-
day, Sybil. Eighteen summers have flown over thy young head
~—eighty winters have sown their snows on mine. Thou hast
yet to learn. Years have bronght wrinklés—they have brought
wisdom likewise. To struggle with fate, I tell thee, is to wrestle
with Omnipotence. We may foresee, but not avert our destiny
—what will be, shall be. This is thy eighteenth birth-day,
Sybil ; it is a day of fate to thee; in 1t oocurs thy planetary
hoar—an hour of good or ill, according to thine actions. I have
ocast thy horoscope ; I have watched t Xnatal star; it is under
the baneful influence of Scorpion, and fiery Saturn sheds his
hurid glance upon it. ~ Let me see thy hand—the line of life is
drawn out distinét and clear—it runs—ha! what means that in-
tersection? Have a care—beware, my Sybil, of thyself. -Aet
as I tell thee, and thou ast safe. I will make adother trial, by
the erystal bowl. Attend.”

Muttering some strange words, which sounded like a spell,
Barbara; with her divining rod, described a circle upon the
floor; within the circle she drew other lines, from angle to
angle, forming seven triangles, the bases of which constituted
the seven sides of a septilateral figure. This figure she studied
intently for a few moments; she then raised her wand, and
touched the owl withit. The bird unfolded its wings, and arose
in flight—then slowly circled round the pendulous globe. Each
time it drew nearer, until at length it touched the glassy bowl
with its flapping pinions. '

¢ Enough,” ejaculated Barbara.

The bir% stayed its flight, and returned to its perch.

Barbara arose. She struck thé globe with her staff. The

ure lymph instantly became tinged with crimson, as if blood
Ead been commingled with it. The little serpent could be
seen within, coiled up and knotted, as in the struggles of
death.

¢t Again,- ] say, beware,” ejaculated Barbara solemaly.
¢ This is ominous of ill.”

Sybil had sunk, from faintness, on the pallet. A knock was
heard at the door.
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